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DEDICATION. 
To the Right Honourable 


Jobn Ponſonby, Eſq; &c, &c. 


q ST R, 
z> EYOND all Doubt you will bs 
ſtrangely ſurprized to ſee a Dedica- 
tion from one to whoſe Perſon and 
Works you are an intire Stran- 
ger; but a certain innate Benevolence 
ad inimitable Sweetneſs of Temper, for 
Az which 


A * 
ä 
by, 


DEDICATION; 


1 you are ſo remarkable, . 
me to throw this Trifle at Far F cet. 


AN D chat quite abſtracted from the 
general View o Dedications. 


THAT Kind of Ambition which 
always made me a Lover of Virtue, 
conſtrain'd me to take this Opportunity 
to ſhew how much I admire it in you, 
in whom ſo many are ſo agreeably cen- 
ter'd, that they ſhed Pleaſure and Satis- 
faction on all thoſe who are bleſs'd with 
- your Acquaintance, and delight even 

thoſe who are ſo unhappy as to know 
you but by ann. 


1 can arrogate no Merit to myſelf 
ſufficient to ſupport ſo bold an 2 0 
but an earneſt Deſire of being publickly 
known to be an Admirer of one, whoſe 
excellent Perfections, render bin an 


amiable Model of true Nobility. 


Pp ERMITT me, Sir, to aſſure yo, 
neither a Thirſt of Praiſe, nor any ab ; 
tious View, mov'd me to publiſh thoſe 


Ons which I IR: take Leave to 
| inſcribe 


DEDICATION. »v» 
inſcribe to you, but to gratify the Deſire 
of ſome Friends whom I would willing- 
ly pleaſe, in which, if I unluckily fail, I | 
can only ſay, Crowns were not reſerr'd 
for Generals alone, but- for private Sol- 
diers too. | 


HOWEVER, upon the Conſide- 
ration of my own Inabilities, I found it 
abſolutely neceſſary for me to chuſe ſome 
Patron, who cou'd defend me from the 
Malice of little pigmy Criticks ; and as 
my chief View in the whole was to pleaſe, 
I could never Addreſs a Nobleman more 
ſuitable to my Purpoſe ; And therefore 
in dedicating to you, Sir, 1 have done 
myſelf the higheſt Honour, and paid 
the Publick the greateſt Compliment. 


YOUR inviolable Attachment to 
His Majeſty, and the happy Conſtitution 
we live under, with the many perſonal 
Accompliſhments, you, in ſo eminent a 
Degree poſſeſs, made ycu appear highly 
worthy to head that INDEPENDENT 
 ComMPpaAny OF NoBLEMEN, who were 
the Pride of their own, and Envy. of 
other Nations, when a horrid and open 
wow A 3 Rebellion 


vi DEDICATION, 
Rebellion -threaten'd to unhinge that 
conſtitutional Liberty, to which every 
Britiſh Subject has ſo irrefragable a 
R-zht, and which we ſo fully and pea- 
ably enjoy under his preſent molt gra- 


cious Majeſty. 


' _ NOTWITHSTANDING all this, 
I ſhall not preſume to follow the com- 
mon Mode of Dedications, your Praife 
being a Theme fo much beyond my 

too Iten Capacity, and which our 
Country is too well acquainted with 

already, not to know how far any Thing 
I could ſay, would. fall ſhort of your 
xeal Merits, And was I equal to it, 
your generous Mind diſdains ſuch In- 
cenſe as is too frequently offer'd in our 


modern Dedications. Fg 


IT is a Diſpoſition ever inſeperable 
from noble Minds, to love and practiſe 
Virtue more for it's own Sake than any 
tranſitory Applauſe from Mankind, and 


when you do Good, Pm certain it is 


merely for the Gratification ariſing 
from the Action itſelf, which is al- 
A * pts 


' DEDICATION, W 
ways a ſufficient Reward to the trul y 
Virtuous, FFF 


UPON this Account, I ſhall paſs 
by in Silence, many Perfections which 
— 


- HOWEVER, not to record thoſe, 

for which you are ſo ſingularly remar- 
kable, tho' it would indulge your Hu- 
mility, and mortify'd, Virtue would, 
notwithſtanding, be an Injuſtice to the 
Publick, and an intollerable Reſtraint 
upon myſelf. 5 


T HE dutiful Son, affectionate Huſ- 
band, and tender Parent render you an 
uncommon Blefling to your Family ; 
nor do they alone feel the Influence of 
your „ but all thoſe who ap- 
proach your Perſon, Your very Do- 
meſticks are . actuated to ſerve you, 
more by a grateful Inclination for your 
—_— Treatment of them, than any 
1 


A 4 A Thou- 


vii DEDICATION. | 


A Thouſand ſocial Virtues conſpire to 
make you an agreeable Companion, and 
belov'd Neighbour. In ſhort, Sir, where- 
ever you appear, you diffuſe a ſparkling 
| Gladneſs in the Hearts of all about 
Do; nor are you ever ungenteel in any 
Thing, but in diſcountenancing Vice, 
being punctual to your Word, and bear- 
ing an unlimited Affection for the beſt of 
Ladies: Whoſe amiable Sweetneſs of Aſ- 
pect and Temper, real Virtue, and unaffec- 
ted Piety render her Ladyſhip worthy of 
vou, and the Eſteem of the World. 


| 
| 4 
| HER Ladyſhip's noble and illuſtri- 
© + ous Deſcent is the leaſt of her Accom- 
pliſhments, and to crown your Hap- 
| pineſs, bleſſes you with a lovely Off- 
ſpring, carrying in their Mind and Face 
the Image of their excellent Parents. 


IH O' His Majeſty has diſtinguiſh'd 

you by the Honours he has conferr'd J 
upon you, yet you bear more, illuſtrious Þ ] 
Enſigns of Honour in your Breaſt, than c 
a Court can beſtow, 


* — ” K : s 
[ * 
| —_— . 5 W 
. Bed 1” 4 . Av. HAT 
0 I 
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WHAT was once ſaid of a great 
Man is truly * to you. | 


© YOU have a certain eaſy Affabi- 
© lity, and generous Reſpect towards 
* thoſe in Subordination to you, That 
* your Behaviour to thoſe you oblige, 
is more amiable than the Obligation 
* itſelf. You can relieve with Genero- 
* fity while you converſe with Free- 
dom, and be to the ſame Perſon, a 
© Patron and Companion. In ſhort, 
* Sir, you are ſo great a Maſter of Aﬀa- 
* bility, that if you could diveſt your- 
« ſelf of an inherent Greatneſs ſo con- 
ſpicuous in your Manner, it would 
be difficult for Men to know which 
was the Nobleman of that Houſe, 
wherein they were ſo courteouſly en- 
tertain'd,” 


T O value you in the leaſt upon 
your noble Lineage, would be an In- 


7 Juſtice to your real Merits,. which re- 


quire no reflected Luſtre to * them 


off. 


IT 


3 DEDICATION. 


IT would be impertinent in me to 
detain you any longer ; therefore pre- 
ſume to hope your Acceptance of this 


Dedication, from him who is with all 
poſſible Reſpect, . 


STR, . 
e lee, 

moſt obedient, and 
moſt devoted * 


On Various 


CCASIONS, He. 


— ——— <>. —-— Pry * 


A RrarsoDy en TEA. 


0 Muſe need I, nor Pan's Aid implore, 

2 Like ſervile Bards, who writ in Days ot 
yore, 

Who dream'd of Helicon, and Mount 
Parnaſſus, | 

Renown'd in antient Times for feeding A ſſes: 

Thoſe I deſpiſe, and chuſe à Subject new, 

YWhil all th* Impulfe ſweet Reh comes from you; 


Je 


Tea is my Theme, a lofty Theme requires 
Thoughts more ſublime, fraught with poetic Fires : 


- 
Hence 


N 


wn! ! 

1 
X = 
- * J Ls 


Our Muſes thoſe, who kindly deal the Tea, 
Whole ſparkling Eyes the Smiles of Love diſplay, 


9 And geared each Simper with a prudifh Care, 


With * — or ſoft Strokes of Art. 


Aſfliſt the Poet whom your Tea has made, 


Wich Strength, and Beauty, to deſerve your Praiſe; i 


_ Whoſe warmer Fumes beſt Tragedy produce, 


( 12] 


Hence flows our Spring, whole warmer Drought & in- FE! 


pore, ' © M 
This tunes our Pipe, and ſweeps the leg Lyre.. 


Smiles ! which can make a fond admiring Swain, 
S. ng when he loves, and glory in his Chain. 


Lowe PREP Maids * look with diſtant Air, | 


At ev'n the Thoughts of Monſter-Man, their Soul 
Shudders like Needles, trembling towards the Pole. 
Thoſe ne'er inſpire, nor fill the Poet's Heart, 


Ye mutig Fair, "TS to diſpenſe your Aid, 
His Breaſt inflame, inſp:re his darling Lays, 
So ſhall my Verſe, in Fame immortal riſe, 
Soft as your Sex, yet ſprightly as your Eyes. 


Afut, whilſt I purſue a trackleſs Way, 
And fing * Virtues of your fav'rite Tea. 


Each ai "rent. Tea, to diff rent Subjects tends, 
Whoſe rifing Fume the teeming Brain aſcends, 
From Bobea Tragedy and Epic Spring, | 
Thoſe the true Laurel to their Authors bring ; 
This, Milton drank, and this, his Genius fir d, 
And this, his Mind with Thoughts ſublime inſpir'd, 
Sore Aadiſin, well lov'd this precious Juice, 


Elſe 


989841 


N 130 
Elſe Cato's Fate our Paſſions ne'er had mo d, 
Marcus with Honour dy'd, or Tuba low d. 


Yet ev'n in this we muſt avoid Exceſs, 
Wou'd we write Tragedy and have Succeſs, 
Let Lee a fad Example prove, whoſe Brain 
Exceſs diſorder'd, Bobea prov'd his Bane, 
HFad he drank leſs, his Hero he might crown, 
\ir, | With laiting Fame, himſelf with juſt Renown. 

Next Green, with weaker Fumes inſpire the Mind, 
. Which we the Source of Panegyrick find, 
Waller, in this the Chief, ſtill claims the Bays, 
He beſt cou'd varniſh Guilt, he beſt cou'd praiſe. 
3 Nay, wicked VI, deſcrib'd by him may ſeem 
His Country's Father, worthy of Eſteem. 
Hence we the Riſe of Comedy may trace, 
Which next to Tragedy deſerves a Place: 
I Congreve in this excels our modern Bards, 
Whoſe Love for Love, each ſprightly Mind regards. n 


Tho” different Teas we find ſo uſeful prove, 
And with ſuch Force, our various Paſſions move, 
Yet when in Twiſt conjoin'd, their Uſe is loſt, 
No more their Influence, or Force, we boaſt : 
The jarring Fumes intoxicate the Brain, 

And make us laugh, but in a grov'ling Strain. 
et Poets ſhun this counter- acting Tea, 
Bewild'ring Senſe, confounding ev'ry I ay. 

Poor Southern here was loſt, in this he fail'd, 
Vet too too off, this vicious Taſte prevail'd. 


Imperial 


I") 
Imperial next, the fav'rite of thoſe Dames 
Whom Cenfute pleaſes, and whom Love inflames, 
From thoſe the work ill-natur'd Pride proceeds, 
By which too oft? the dying Lover bleeds, 
With Art and Smiles, they nooze their Gudgeons in, I. 
And then elude them at the Verge of Sin. | Fr 
But ſome have ſuffer'4 by this ſpecious Pride, } Be 


And from the Bank; into the Ocean glide, 

Then curſe thoſe Arts, by which their Honour dy'd. 
In Songs ſweet Granvile may the Laurel claim, 
Great as his Wit, is his immortal Fame. Be: 
His Maner eaſy, atid his Style polite, 
Each Word gives Pleaſure, every Line Delight: | 


His Hypocrete was Tea, his Muſe the Fair, IF. 
One warm ' d his Breaſt, whilſt th' other tun d his Ear. — 
Young's Satires gain him a deferv'd Renown, 
Who ſtrove to pleaſe, and to reclaim the Town; : 
Sevift, Pope, and Gay, of all che learned Throng, Fr 
Demand the Tribute of my artlefs Song: To 
Whoſe heav'n illumin'd Breafts, with Fires divine, By 
Diplay'd the Beauties of the tuneful Nine. Th 
Thoſe wiſely drank impartially you'll find, . F To 
Each Sort of Tea, to ſuit their State of Mind. | 
Hence finifh'd'Nature ſhines in her own Sphere, 
And with ſweet Notes tranſports the liff'ning Ear. Th 
Reft ſacred Shades! my beſt Eſſay wou'd prove Ye! 
Short of your Praiſe, too languid for my Love. A 
| Th 
Gay Farquhar ſmiles thro ev'ry ſprightly Page, Th 
And paints the Vite, and Follies of the Age, But 


With 


| „ 

With ſuch a Grace, and ſuch prevailing Art, 

That ſtrikes the Senſes, and affects the Heart: 

Green was his Tea, brew'd by a fav'rite Dame, 

This edg'd his Genius, That, inſpir'd his Flame. 
, Thus have I ſang of Numbers, and the Source, 
From whence they take their Origine and Force ; 
Beauty, and Tea, each ſhining Bard inſpire, 
And fill their Souls with Love and Pæan's Fire, 
Who, we, their Draughts and Paſſions they can 

u 


Beauty diſplay in it's own kindred Suund. 


Some Bards, like Plants rais'd by the Morning Sun, 
Play 'gainſt the Beams by which their Courſe begun, 
So Princes Fav'rites, vie to overthrow, 

The ſelf. ſame Pow'r from which their Int reſt flow. 


Woman firſt poliſh'd Man, and form'd his Mind, 
Fraught with Ideas of the nobleſt Kind, 
Tun'd his rude Breaſt, and made his Paſſions move 
By ſympathetick Pow'r of Joy, and Love: 
Then why ſhou'd we ungratefully refuſe, 
To pay our Tribute to ſa kind Muſe. 


O cou'd my Verſe riſe equal to my Theme, 
Then ſhou'd I flouriſh in immortal Fame: 
Yet if the Fair, for whom my Numbers flow, 
A kind Indulgence to my Labour ſhew, 

Then ſhou'd I ſing in tender ſapphic Lays, | 
Their heav'nly Beauty, and their endleſs Praiſe. 
But chiefly Thou, O Roſy ! condeſcend, 


My Patroneſs, and ſhall I fay, my Friend, 1 
8 | 9 
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[16]. 
Tho' *midft ſublime, and more exalted Views, 
With Patience read, for truſt me, you're my Muſe; 
Thus I ſubmit to your diſcerning Eyes, 

My Lays, which by your Judgment fall or riſe, 
In thy ſoft ex, ſure Pity I may find, 


he beſt Criterion of a female Mind, 


Whoſe Breaſt Compaſſion never fails to move, 
Inclin'd alike to Pity as to Love. 
If you commend, all Criticks I deſpiſe, 


Let Mankind envy, when you deign to prize d 


My Verſe, for you can make ev'n Folly wiſe. 


— 


An Op E for Musick. 
E ARK, Cæka, to the Joys of Love! 
The whiſtling Birds diſplay, 


In am'rous Chirps they wing the Grove, 
And bill from Spray to Spray, 


Thro' ev'ry Field the Songſters flame, 


Reſounds in gladſome Lay, 
Then Cælia be our Joys the ſame, 
Let's kiſs dull Cares away. 


Our Bliſs why ſhou'd it be delay'd, 
Since Youth will ſoon away, 


The fineſt Face will ſhortly fade, 


Like all the Pride of May; 
But this, dear Cælia, is the Caſe, 
The Bloom of May returns, 


But the Beauty of thy Face, 


Once gone, no Captive burns, 
#: . | Then 


[27] 
Then let us now our Time improve, 
While Youth and Vigour W n,. 
Let's ſpend thoſe Hours in hallow'd Love, 
Which Celia you've to charm; 
Time flies with undiſcover'd Haſte, 
Gray Hairs denote its Rage, 
We loſe our Joys, we loſe our Taſte, 
When we approach old Age. 


* 


FT * 
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In Librum cui Titulus, Vita ſœminæ 
voluptatis. 


Heic negue more probo videas, neque voce ſerend, 
Ingentes trepidare Titos, cum Carmina lumbum 
Entrant, &c. |  Perfius, Sat. I. 


EN Vice A the practice of the Times, | 

Too oft' the Muſe with the Corruption chimes, 
Dramatick Scenes ſupport with artful Sway, | 
The Vice that plots our Innocence away. 
The ſhatterr'd Rake grown impotent in Love, 
With Sonnets ſtrives Corinna's Heart to move, 
The Gangrene rages in his poiſon'd Breaſt, 
When ev'ry Organ ſeems inclin'd to reſt. 
This ill-ſtarr'd Rage unable to expel, 
He burns with Flames of his Platonicl Hell. 
he Wretch inglorious loſt to Senſe of Shame, 
he Vice indulges purely for the Name. 


Wit's i in that Hand, where Vice ſtill enen 


Like keeneſt Ponyards in a Mad- man's Hand, 


The 


1181 
The one a Pander, ſerves to ev'ry Ill, 
The other's but an Inſtrument to kill. 


Late has an Author with a ſtudious Care, 
T'enflame the Youth, and vitiate the Fair, 
Drawn ſuch a Scene of baſe unhallow'd Love, 
As all the Virtuous with juſt Horror move: 

In open View the brutal Paſſions rage, 

And quell their Fervour on as open Stage: 
Gilds o'er with Wit the momentary Bliſs, 
Fires ev'ry Touch, electriſies the Kiſs, 

To paint fair Virtue in her native Light, 
Wou'd he eſſay, when firſt he deign'd to write, 
Then wou'd his Genius in true Luſtre ſhine, 
— 1 of ev'ry Pow'r divine. 
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| His envious Moſe once brought on king the Rage, 
Of juſt Reſentment, urg'd by his foul Page; 
He trembl'd then, deny d whate'er he ſaid, 
And flew inglorious to preſerve his Head. 
But from God's Wrath where can the Sinner fly, 
Who Vice ſtill 8 with an Sve N * | 
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The Lanpsk rr, A Poem. 


Si canimus Sykoas, Syloe font Conſult dignee. 
' © - Vag: 

C * my Muſe, who'rt ever fair and young. (c 
Deign to inſpire your Vot'ry's grateful Song ; 1 
For thou, in ſoft aud ſweetly flowing Layer, ' 3 EF 
Breath Fame immortal, in immortal Praiſe. 1 


Wich 
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With thee, O Slaze ! whoſe lovely ſilver Tide, 


| Doth thro” the Vale in ſweet Meanders glide, 


My Muſe begins, then let her Voice proclaim 
The various Beauties which enhance thy Fame. 


Upon thy Banks impear!'d with filver Sands, 


A Town well-peopl'd regularly ſtands, 


Where tow'ring Hills their awful Tops diſplay, 
Emulous to reach the Palace of the Day. 
Cloath'd in unvary'd Mantle all the Year, 
They check the Tempeſt in its keen Career. 


In cloſe-rang'd Order there the dreary Grove 
Ope's a fit Manſion for diſaſt'rous Love. 
The whiſtling Birds there court in artleſs Strains, 
And ſing Love leſſons to the neighb'ring Swains. 
Here you may find a dark and ſure Retreat, 
Where Silence holds her eomfortable Seat 
Green Palaces which make a friendly Shade, 
For Lovers fit, or Contemplations Aid, 
Thro' diff rent Quarters leſſer Groves appear, 
Cloath'd in the gayeſt Liv'ries of the Year ; - 
Cool Springs emerging from the Mountain's Side, 
Round theſe ſweet Groves in gentle Riv'lets glide. 


Next verdant Meads, in native Bloom array d, 
Emit a Luſtre 0'er the neighb'ring Glade. 
Each Field inclos'd with lofty Hedge, where grows 
(Guarded with Arms) the lovely bluſhing Roſe, 
Th' induſtrious Bees here reſt on leafy Bow'rs, 


Here humming ſip, and fip the purple Flow rs. 
| OS On, 
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An eaſy Landlord, and a fertile Soil, 


And ſeem t' enjoy the Sweets of golden Days. 
A ſpacious Park replete with ſportive Deer, 


Here Rabbets bolt in party - colour'd Shoals, 
Ever attentive to their refuge Holes; 

The tim'rous Hares with Intermiſſions fly, 

And prick their Ears, ſurpriz'd with deep-tongu'd c ry: 


There Method, Order, and Induſtry fing. 


S 


on Holy-day the neigh'bring Nymphs and Swains, 

Reliev'd from Labour, and the weekly Pains, 

In decent Parties to the Wood repair, 

Then ſport and nutting prove the joyous Fare: 
Eftſoons in Complement, tho' low and trite, 

Paddy and Tom, eſſay t' appear polite, 

To Jugg or Nell diſplay their ruſtick Parts, 
Who, in Return, reſign to them their Hearts. 


8 &w» 


Here make the Swains regardleſs of their Toil, 
In Glee they ſing their homely Ballad Lays, 


And pleaſing Objects fill the Fancy here: 
The munching Fauns here ſkip with gameſome Play, 
And bounding, ſport the fleeting Hours away; 


Thro' the wide Space you'll find each riſing Ground, 

Commands a Proſpect of the Country round, a 

Shews the fair Landſkip in a charming View, | 

Beſet with Gall'ries of tall Aſh and Yew. -— . 

Hills, Woods, and Groves, Springs, Rivulets, and 
Streams, 

Rivers, and Meadows were, my Muſe, thy Themes. 


| 8 * 
Now to the Town fly with exulting Wing, 


Firſt 


L 21 ] 
Firſt hail O, whoſe capacious Soul, 
Projects the one, and animates the whole, 
Whoſe prudent Schemes your Country to promote, 
A Patriot Breaſt, and noble Mind denote, 
Labour and Arts here moſt diſtinguiſh'd ſhine, 
Chear'd with thy Aſpect hapily benign. 
By thee Trade lives to crown the Artiſt's Toil, 
With plenteous Bleſſings in his native Soil. 


Rang'd in due Order, here a Building ſtands, 
A vaſt Receptacle of lab'ring Hands, 
In this large Dome, you'll find convenient Rooms, 
Where Weavers ſtretch their Stays upon the Looms, 
Then drive the whiſtling Shuttle ſwift along, 
Beguiling Labour with a tuneful Song. 
The Artiſts here their rival Wits employ, 
In Table-cloths preſent the Fate of Troy, 
Fam'd Dido's Story, and her gen'rous Love, 
And Cleopatra with the Shuttle move: 
Endymion too, on tow'ring Latmus laid, 
By Cynthia cover d with her ſilver Shade. 
Here Rows of Girls 'tend the loud twirling Wheels, 
Some ſort the Flax, and ſome turn round the Reels: 
This Virgin-ſchool, Materials here ſupply | 
For Webs directed by Arachne's Eye. 


View the ſweet Meadow cover'd o'er with white, 
The Fruits of Labour, grateful to the Sight; 
Long Pieces ftretch'd in their reſpective Row, 
Vie with the Colour of the Virgin Snow. 


Then ply the Swains with Arms robuſt, and toſs 
The limpid Stream, in Eddies quite acroſs 
B 3 The 


[22] 
The Linen ftretch'd Riff with the feorching Ray, 
Of pow'rful Phæbus on a ſultry Day. 
Al this, great Sir, from you, and more proceed, 
You ſwell my Numbers, and you tune my Reed. 
Thy tender Breaſt till open to Diſtreſs, 
Feels all our Suff rings, which you'd fain redreſs, 
No vain: Ambition, no ill-· grounded Pride, 
Thy Virtue Soil, which ſtill appears thy Guide, 
Contemning Knaves with an indignant Flame, 

Honour and Truth ſtill thy Purſuit and Aim; 

Slave to no Party, generouſly free, 
Thy Country's Friend, when Factions diſagree. 
A peaceful Mind and temper moſt ſerene, 
With Eaſe conduRt thee * Life's rugged Scene. 


Thy lovely Off- ſpring happy are in thee, 
Not ev'n the Taints of modiſh Vice they ſee, 
Of Pride unſully'd, with Perfections fraught, 
In Virtue nurtur'd, and by Virtue x. 


O when, tho' late ! thy Soul to kindred. Skies, 
By Heav'n demanded, with wing'd Seraphs flies, 
May thy ſweet Boy, long triumph in thy Stead, 
Retain thy Soul, thee perſonate when dead. 

Thus when the gloomy Curtains of the Night 

Are drawn, and diſappear, the Beams of Light, 
Soon Saffron Morn with early Bluſhes gay, 

Glads lonely Waſtes, and uſhers in the Day. 
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4 SONG upon à County Cavan 
| Wedding. . 


| Gas 
O Revel, nor Frake of the Great, 
The Meaſure of Frolick cou'd fill, 


Like the wonderful Wedding of late, 
Young Fifer prepar'd at his Mill, &c. 


II. 
Where Scores of large Spits to the Fire, 
Bent down with the Weight of the Roaſt, 


And Boilers the World might admire, 
Enow to ſupply a King's Hoſt, Ic. 


| III. 23524 
Fat Sheep, and large Hogs that were fing'd, 
With Fowl bak'd within them well ſtor'd, 


Thoſe diſh'd, were on Doors they unhing d, 
With Meſkans that crown'd ev'ry Board, &c; 


88 
The Nails o' the Rabble for Haſte, 
They us'd, as more natural Knives, 
While the gentler Folks of the Feaſt, 
Had never ſuch Game in their Lives, c. 


B 4 5 The, 


[24] 


: A % 
Welt 
oo = 


The Loads that they gobl'd in Speed, 
They fteep'd well in rare Uſquebagh, 
Such Gorging and Brawling, indeed, 
Wou'd make a fick ſober Man laugh, He. 


VI. 
In Drinking each fear d to be laſt, 
No Gage was preſcrib'd to their Cogues, 
They eat, and they ſwallow'd ſo faſt, 
The Clowns loon diſgorg'd 1 in their Brogues, Gf. 


VII. 


"POP rul'd in the Heads 
Of the Laſſes, who reel'd to the Ground, 

They p d, and be-puk'd the Straw- beds, 
And ſwore that the Well was going round, » & c. 


vi II. 


A Scuffe or two, there appear'd, 
The Women as wild as the Men ; 
Bat ſoon the Diſturbance was clear'd, 
. At filling the Madders again, &c. 
The Muſick made each Man a Feather, 
The Women like Corks in each Room, 


*Twas found in that Humour, their Leather 
Was free as the Bride's to her Groom, &c. 


FE. gu, "Twas 
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X. 
"Twas ſtrange how the Women wou' d fly, 

Or bounded, like Does in a Field, 
Some tumbl'd with Buttocks on high, 

And ſhew'd what ſhou'd moſt be conceal'd, &c. 


XI. 
Some Maids, who wou'd not be found out, 
To drink in the Eye of their Spark, | 
But Gab, and their faultring abour, 5 
b Soon ſhew'd how they dip'd in the dark, Ec: | 


BR 5 XII. 
Some tumbl'd like Logs in the Fire, 
While ſome kennel'd, ſnoring in Shoals, 
Some wallow'd like Swine in the Mire, 
And others like Fowl in Bog holes, c. 


XIII. 


Bacchus, when told of the Show, 
Quits Olympus to finiſh the Scrape, 

Then found that his Subjects below, ; | 
Cou'd get drunk without Juice of the Grape, Cc. 


XIV. 
Indignant the God ſays, What Liquor 
Durſt my fam'd Power invade ? 
When ftraight he ſurveys, in a Pitcher, 
Sir Whifty, who drove ſuch a Trade, &c. 


Thou 
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XV. 

Thou treacherous Villain, ſays Bacchus, 
Whence thy Pow'r to abuſe all my Sons ? 
What Dæmon firſt brought thee among us, 
Only fit for Pimps, Setters, and Duns ? &e. 


XVI. 
The Yhikky reply'd in a Fury, 
Above you may fuddle your Gods, 
But in Cava#, I may fafely aſſure you, 
I'm greater than Bacebus by Odds, Sc. 
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: XVII. 

The Doctor, the Lawyer, and Squire, s 
Quaff me in a full-flowing Bowl; 

I give them both Wit and Defire, 
And quicken the Joy of the Soul, &c. 


| XVIII. 
Silenus gives Bacchus a Wink, 
And bids him poſt off, in all Haſte, 
Or the violent Haut-gouſt and Stink 
Of Whiſky, wou'd ruin his Tafte, &c: 


XIX. 


Then Bacchus went off in a Pont; 
What Whiſky compar'd to the Vine ! 


Let heavy dull Mortals drink Grout *, 


And I'll-give my Votaries Wine, Cc: 


A hindof bad Whiſkey made of Oat-meal, 
PP : The 
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The niggardly Glaſſes were baniſh'd, 
And Madders enliven'd the Scene, 


Cares then from the Spleneticks vaniſh'd, 
And Cripples pekeer'd void of Pain. 


wp + + © 
The Whiſky made Dupes of the Wiſe, 
And ſeem'd to lend Wit to the Fools, 


The Shins were betray'd by the Eyes, 
Three hundred were cut over Stools, &©fc. 


XXII. 
There Murtagh, by Promiſe, beſtows 
A Cow, a fat Hog, and a Fleece, PER, 
Tho' ten to one if all his Cloaths, I 
And Stock be worth Half a Crown-piece, Ee. 


XXIII. 


Grim Kerneagh ſwears he ſhall be Lord, 

Tho' the Exgliſ ſweep all to their Hands, 
Then rapping his Club on the Board, 

By Sz. Patrick I'd fight for my Lands, &c. 


XXIV. 


Why, damn ye, I'm deſcended of Kings, 
Quoth Dermot, altho* I be poor ; 
My Grand-mother ſaid they had Wings, 
"Diſpute it what Son of a WM— e, Ce. 


Phyſicians 
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XXV. 


Phyſicians got well by the Cheer, | 
Moſt Stomachs were hurt by their Load, 
The Effect of th' Exceſs did appear, 
Some Weeks on the ſpew-painted Road, &c. 


| - XXVI. 
When the Hundreds did homeward repair, 
And being no more able to ſwill, 
'There was Food enough left for a Fair, 
And Whiſky to turn a Malt-mill, &c. 


XX VII. 


Loud Whilalaloos follow'd next Day, - 
For thouſand What-not's that were dropp'd, 
Shoes, Coifs, Hoods, and Hats by the Way, 
With nine Maiden-heads.that were cropp'd, &c. 


XX VIII. 


Oghone, Hubbabubbababoo, 
Was then the beſt Tune they had, 
With Wirrew Crew, What ſhall I do, r. 
You'd think the whole Crew were mad, Se. 7 
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To a Gentleman upon his being attack's 
by a Set of Grub-ftreet Scriblers. 


On me when Dunces are ſatyrick, 

J take it for a Panegyric, 

Hated by Fools, and Fools to hate, 

Be this my Motto, and my Fate. Swift. 


S R, 
UNCES, a Race, which oft” from Envy riſe, 
And look at Merit, with their Parents Eyes, 

Are Foes to Wit, not to one Virtue Friends, 

By Temper taught to ſerve ignoble Ends ; 

Fond to appear ſtill on the laughing Side, 

Ev'n Truth condemn, and all her Sons deride ; 

They, without Taſte, uſurp the Criticks Name, 

And ſtrive to riſe by Inſolence to Fame, 

Like Drones, ſecluded from the fragrant Hive, 

On Sweets that others have collected live; 

For when they can't ſhew where the Poet haults, 

They prey on Beauties, and eſteem them Faults, 

This they ſhou'd know, their Praiſe wou'd vex -thee 
more, . a8 

Than all the Arrows in fell Envy's 8 

Vet they, to ſmart, induſtriouſly eſſay, 

Like ſhort-liv'd Beings of a Summer's Day. 

Pellucid Amber I have ſeen to draw 

Cloſe to its Pores, light Bodies, ſuch as Straw ; 

Its Virtues then moſt evidently. found, 

When by ſuch Trifles it's or exrd2 round, 


[30] 
If thy ſmooth Numbers had not gain'd thee Fame, 
Thoſe Scriblers ne er wou'd vie to foil thy Name 3 
And truſt me, Sir, ſo far from giving Pain, 
Such pigmy Wits, wou'd rather make me vain. 
On hobling Pads, not Pegaſus they ride, | As 
Equip'd with glaring Furniture of Pride. 


Tho' they in ſome poor airy Garret chime, _ = at 


From Pæan's Court, they date their paltry Rhyme, Q 
Have you not read La Mancha's crazy Knight, Ai 
Thought ev'ry Ale-houſe that appear'd in Sight, BN 
Was ſome ſtrong Caſtle where he might engage Fo 


His fancy'd Proweſs, gainſt gigantick Rage ? 
Thoſe Criticks rail with Bitterneſs of Mind, 
And laſh at all the Beauties of Mankind, T 
Whilſt oblique Strokes ne'er taint thy courtly Lays, E 
Of Nature gentle, and too fond to praiſe. Ai 
Such Wit as ſerves the Turn of Ridicule, 

Still eaſy flows to ev'ry Dunce and Fool; 
Thouſands we ſee a ſpotleſs Fame aſperſe, 

For one who can true genuine Worth rehearſe, 
Then to torment thoſe babling Popinjays, 
Enkance their Envy by thy ſmoother Lays ; 
Their frigid Breaſts to Szygian Rage a Prey 
Ever impervious to the God of Day, 
Humour! which any Scavinger cou'd give, 
They take for Wit, and vainly think *twill live. 
Thus evr'y Gipſy thinks her Brats are fair, 
Tho' they their native jaundic'd Colour wear, 
Damn'd by the Rancour of their doggrel Lines, 
Thy Mule indignant a Defence declines ; 


Nay, | 
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[31] 
ay, deems the Tribe unworthy of one Line, 
Bo far diſcordant to the tuneful Nine. 


To anſwer Scriblers is to raiſe them high, 
As Inſects we by Microſcopes deſcry. 


The poignant Spirit of true Satire aims, 
At Guilt, and Pride, but ne'er defcends, to Names, 
Quells the proud Triumph of a guilty Age, 
And ſtrikes at Vices in the higheſt Stage. 
Not dup'd by Envy, nor by Faction aw'd ; 
For Nature points out his undaunted Road. 


Such are his Thoughts who beſt can get behind, 
The various Scenes of Nature, and Mankind. 
Excuſe thoſe Lines, which I with Fredom ſend, - 
And ever count me Truth's fincereſt Friend. 


On Miſs L. O Mo RRE. 


H E Gods in Council once decree d to raiſe 
A Fair that ſhou'd th applauding World amaze, 
When ſtraight each Goddeſs her Perfection brought, 
And form'd the Maid with happy Graces fraught. 

Venus gave Beauty, Pallas Wit and Parts, 
Diana Virtue, free from modiſh Arts, 

Hebe gave Youth, and roſy Bloom to glow, 
In her fair Cheeks, fond Capid with his Bow 
Arm'd her bright Eyes with irreſiſtleſs Grace, 
And thouſand Loves to ſport it o'er her Face, 
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Then 


[32] 
Then to enhance the Glory of her Fame, 
Fove {mil'd and ſaid, Letitia be her Name. 


' Hail thou, that heavn- born Fair! permit my Muſe 


To fing, fince you're the fav'rite Theme ſhe'll chuſe, 
Thus may not I contribute to thy Praiſe, | 

As ſmalleſt Brooks run to th'unfathom'd Seas. 

Thy Lips all Hyb/a's Virgin-ſweets contain, 

With all the Fragrance of 4rabia's Plain, 
Crown'd with gay Smiles, and ting'd. with roſy Dye 
Whole ev'ry Look can beſt electrify. eb 


Tho you with Eaſe, each Character ſupport, 
That grace the Palace, or adorn the Court, 
Vet all your Pride conſiſts in acting well, 
Without the leaſt Ambition to excel, 

Wiſdom' s beſt Rules have fortify d thy Thought, 
With ev'ry Virtue antient Sages taught, 
Virtues! that all romantick Paſſions fly, 


Whilſt Thouſands at thy Age, with Flames unhal- 


low'd die. 
But you, diſtinguiſh'd Standard of the Fair, 
Admir'd below, and Heav'n's peculiar Care, 
- Paint to your Sex a Copy of that Life, 
That fits the Virgin, and adorns the Wife. 
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On the Right Reverend the Lord " 
ſhop of Meath. Spoke by one of 
Mr. Clarke's Scholars. 


Prius hoviines defeſſi fint laudando facta tun, 
Quam tu laude, digna faciends. Salluſt. 


HEN firſt, my Lord, I made the bold Eſſay, 
Thy Fame to ſing, and Virtues to diſplay, 
I to the Maſter Application made, 
Ard vainly hop'd he' d give inſpiring Aid. 
But he reply'd, Hold, hold, too tow'ring Boy, 
Your Theme might well the greateſt Bard employs 75 
If with Succeſs my Province was to ing, | 
His Lordſhip's Worth ſhou' d tune my Pipe Fg) Sting: 
Then I reſum'd, but yet with due Submiſſion, 
I can't decline the Cauſe of my Petition. 
Sweet Roy's Praiſe I know you've often ſung. 
And Ray's Fame thro' ev'ry Valley rung; 74 e 
But Love, perhaps, dread Sir, inſpired the, 5 
Whilſt Admiration i is the Cauſe with me. 
And which did Love, or Admiration more, 
Apolli's Sons inſpire i in Days of yore, 
Bards, like Knight Errants 3 in their teeming: 
Beauties create, to give ſome fav rite Dame, 
When oft? the Reaſon's but to ſhew: their Parts, 
And Love ne'er held Dominion in their Hearts, 
They whine like Lovers, tho they only fit, 
To give ſome flaming <ample of their Wit ; 


C Cou'd 


” * „ * * 1 1 
3 . > wy; oF — 
p " . : Y _ - 
" „ „„ - 

— 7 k Y VE gs *; . 

* =” * 

r ry al 

o Vw « — * 


Reſol vd my fav'rite Subject to purſue, 


L341 
Cou'd Waller love all thoſe he ſweetly ſung, 
Or were all fair, when his tranſporting Tongue 
Gave Beauties which, ev'n Nature can't ſupply, 
Yet they will live, becauſe he cannot die. 
Then can you, Sir, my humble Suit refuſe, 
Since you can beſt invoke the tuneful Muſe ; 
When ev'ry Virtue join to claim your Praiſe, 
Can you deny the Tribute of your Lays ? 


5 — =© Ov 2 8 


* Hold prating, Spark.“ (O ! the tremendous Nod) 
My Maſter faid, and ſternly ſhook the Rod, 
* What, in the Name of Wonder, turn'd your Brain ? 
Say, whence this whimſical, this rhyming Strain? 
What! you muſt ſing, in Spight of Pan's Lay's, 
The greateſt Militant in Virtue's Cauſe ; 

* Ev'n my beſt Numbers wou'd myſelf defame, 
And add no Glory. to his Lordſhip's Name. 

* Great He muſt be, to whom the Talent's giv'n, 
To fing each Virtue that dwell's under Heav'n: 
Go read thy Phædrus, and his Morals ſcan, 
Let not the Boy too ſoon aſſume the Man. 


Then I departed trembling from his View, 
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Tho' I might judge my too too frigid Lays, 

Unequal were to thy exub'rant Praiſe. 

The Poor in Crowds with grateful Voice proclaim 
| Your Lordfhip's Goodneſs, and your Lordſhip's Fame 

Your gen'rous Soul with Charity o'erflows, 

And all the Virtues of Religion ſheys : 


Great 
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Great Cheſterfield that darling Son of Fame, 

Whoſe Parts, and Conduct, well deſerve th' Ac- 
claim, 

Of wond'ring Nations, oft applauds thy Name. 

By all admir'd, an Awe to raging Youth, 

Thy ev'ry Act's a Sermon of the Truth; 

And while you ſhew the Dangets we ſhould ſhun, © 

Your Virtues ſhine bright as the Mornir.g-ſun. 

Trembling we ſtand to hear you Vice explode, 

Our miſſive Sighs, breathe forth a Palinode. 


Thus when an Angel poſts thro' yielding Skies, 
Some too too ſinful Nation to adviſe, 
The Wicked, conſcious of their Vices ſhook, 
While he diſplay'd a Heav'n in ev'ry Look. 
In Spirit meek, you piouſly decline 
Thoſe higher Sees, where you cou'd gracious ſhine, 
For when the Height of Heav'n bright Phœbus gains, 
His Rays diſpenſe moſt Heat thro' verdant Plains. 
Not Smiles of Courts you ſtudy to obtain, 
But Cure of Souls, your Labour, and your Pain. 
O magnum Decus ! to both Church and State ! 
O truly godly ! and O truly great 
From ev*ry Vice flies thy exalted Mind, 
Who only lives to benefit Mankind. 


Well may the Youth of this deliver'd Iſle, 
In you, my Lord, with boundleſs Comfort ſmile, 
You feel their Suff rings, and their Wants ſupply, 
And guard their Actions with a Parent's Eye. 
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In Time, when all falſe Worſhip ſhall decay, l I 
And her bold Sons loſe their deſpotick Sway, 4 
When blind Obedience ſhall to Wiſdom riſe, + 
And learn to ope' her long deluded Eyes; 4 
When ev'ry Youth ſhall anſwer Reaſon's Call, 
And thy. great Scheme, prove common Good n 
— a 4 
Can they forget there once has been a MauLz ? Y 
Froun not, my Lord, at thoſe, a School-boy's Lays, Ir 
M ho hopes for Pardon, tho? he fails to pleaſe. < 
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AIL, lovely Youth, excuſe my daring Aim, * 
With my faint Numbers to enhance thy Fame, 


Thy happy Genius with unclouded Blaze, 


Excites our Wonder, and deſerves our Praiſe. 0 
- Since Wit, and Parts, are now ſo Le known, W 
Lerne join, to celebrate your own; 1 Ja 
—— | RP eee an de aan. Ls. Th 

25 * His Lordbip Was the fir Promoter of thoſe Eng * 
: un Froleſtant Working-Schools, to which His Mae { He 
WAS " graciouſly pleaſed to grant His Royal Charter, i Th 
the Year 1733- 4 great many /augh'd at this bi, 
Lordſbip'r pious Scheme in the Beginning ; but by bis gre) WI 
Zeal, indefatigable Induſtry, aa the chearful A ſt an Th. 
of the Nobility, Clergy and the People, it may be rei n. 
ſenably expected that thouſands who wou'd be bred ff Hy 


in Dirt, Indolence, and Ignorance, by this Means u ; 


become uſeful Members of Sociaty. 


ne, £ 
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Immortal Brooks, and , Dunkin, juſtly claim, 

A glorious Mention in the Rolls of Fame ; 

And Flemming too, in eaſy gliding Song, 
Improves the Sweetneſs of the tuneful Throng. 


- Tho? he Parnaſſus with Succeſs might ſoar, 
Where Pope, and Sawift, have triumph'd long before ; 
Yet his chaſt Muſe, whom no Ambition draws 
In publick View, to; hear her own Applauſe ; 
Recluſe, midſt ſcribling Crowds indignant lies, 
Replete with Hamer that never dies. 


Soft Elocution dwells upon thy ws 
With lively Sallies, which, declare thee ſprung, 
From him whoſe Wit, once Admiration drew, 
And now beams forth with double Grace in you. 


Inſtruction flows from thy exalted Soul j A 
Who beſt explores the World from Pole, to Pole, | 
Whate'er in Nature difficult can be, 

Judicious through the hidden Cauſe you ſee. | 

Thy Muſe, when ſhe great S/anbope's Virtues ſings, 

Stanhope ! our Nation's Choice, and Dread of King. 

Each Act ſurveys, with Majeſty can riſe, | 

Her Notes exalted as her native Skies. | We 
Thro' ev'ry Thought, retains her uſual State, 

And without Pains, appears divinely great. 

Where manly Force, and pleaſing Fancy ſhine,” 

That ſpake gay Clio, warbling in each Line. 

Happy thy Theme, a Patriot and a Sage, 


5 Hyperides and Cato of the Age. NE 
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Young as thou art, yet have the ſacred Nine, 
Admitted thee, a Vot'ry to their Shrine; 

When but a Child, they fondly did preſage, 

Thy ſprightly Genius wou'd adorn our Age, 

And in the Progreſs of a few Year's Time, 

Inſpir'd thy Breaſt, with Judgment, Wit, and Rhyme, 
Large Bills they grant to thee on Goddeſs Fame, 
A riſing Genius, and a deathleſs Name. 

Now fince I muſt this fav'rite Theme decline, 

A Theme ſo grateful to the tuneful Nine, 

That I cannot in lofty Numbers raiſe _ 

An Off ring equal to thy meaneſt Praiſe ; 

Yet pleaſe to hear this one Requeſt I make, 

Not for myſelf, but for the Nation's Sake, 

Deign to exhibit thy harmonious Lays, 

And charm Zerze with thy firſt Eſſays, 

Then ſhall you ſhine, through all future Stories, 
PVelut inter Stellas, Luna minores. | 


— 
— 


Joun FL EMMING, Eſq; to the 
AUTHOR. 


ATL happy Poet whoſe harmonious Lays, 

Claim far a better Subje& than my Praiſe ; 
Not that thy lofty Muſe hath Flemming ſung, 
And thed his Fame, fram thy prevailing Tongue. 


He 


a mas He 
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To 


"PVT: 
He, conſcious of Demerit, fain wou'd wave 

The vaſt Encomiums which thy Goodneſs gave, 
Unwilling yet, for who, without Reſtraint, 

Wou'd part the CharaQer that Clarke can paint ? 
When from a Theme ſo low, thy Muſe hath brought 
Such Flow of Numbers, and ſuch Strength of Thought, 
Gods! how the Muſes wou'd thy Boſom throng, 
Shou'd ſome exalted Theme demand thy Song : 
Wrap'd in Hybtan Sweets thy Poem glides, 

On ſoft Perſuaſion through expreſſive Tides 

Of Elocution, which at once impart 

Senſe to our Souls, and Gladneſs to the Heart. 
Immortal Swift, in lovely Diction told 

How fam d Parnaſſus was poſleſs'd of old, 

The Antients here, and there the Moderns plac'd, 

For many Ages both its Summits grac'd, 

*Till Benthy vile, Apollo's out-caſt Son, 

The famous Battle of the Books begun. 

Phebus enrag'd to ſee ſuch Rancour glow, 

Amongſt his jarring Militants below, - 

This Sentence gave, Some modeſt Youth I'll raiſe, 
With ev'ry Merit to deſerve the Bays, | 

Who ſhall in Time, by his well-guided Quill, 

Poſſeſs alone the litigated Hill.” 

Accept them, Sir, what Phabus deigns to give, 
Unhurt by Envy, where he'll place thee, live. 


Such pleaſing Fire, and Force ſymphonic chime, 


Thro' thy ſweet Lays, and kindle ev'ry Rhyme ; 


But hold, my Muſe, ah ! too too weak, to ſoar 
To Heights thy Vanity wou'd fain explore, 
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Thy Parts the fair L -——— did approve, 

The fam'd L , whom the Muſes love ; 
Whoſe Genius, like the Sun's pellucid Rays, 
Warms ev'ry Breaſt, and fills the Soul with Praiſe, 
With ſubtle Force, pervading ev'ry Part, 

Glides thro” the Ear, and melts into the Heart. 
If c'er a Muſe invok'd by me preſum'd, 

To quit thy Preſence, and my Lyre aſſum'd. 

You may forgive her, for ſhe ſtay'd not lo Ng, 


And was the worſt of the inſpiring Throng ; 


But if you deign to ſee her feeble Lay, 

Kindly forgive its Faults, and ſhe'll obey, - 
Her Siſters too ; her Crime may well attone, 
By my WO n there once were nnn 
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On the” Plan of Mr. Garrick*s to 
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A ev'ry Rill, and purling Stream, 
To ev'ry Valley I'i!l proclaim 
Thy Praiſe, and my long-kindl'd Flame, | 
That burns for ther my Fam. 
Some happier Bard ſhou'd ſtring the Lyre, 


And fing with more poetick Fire, 


But Wit I want, and not Defire, "= 
T 0 * my lovely Fanny. The 
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The rofy Meſſenger of Day, nd 
Who glads the Sight with pointed Ray, 
To me, does not appear ſo gay, | 
As does my lovely Fanny: 
Nor cou'd the beauteous Queen of Love, 
When round her the three Graces move , 
Appear to Mars, or to great Fove, 
As glorious as my Fanny. 


| | III. 

To pathleſs Wilds, and lonely Waſte, 
Where ſportive Lambkins never taſte 
The velvet Green, I'd gladly haſte, 

And live on Smiles with Fanny; 

| Or in an humble dreary Cell, 
| Contented I cou'd ever dwell,” 
There in ſoft Notes my Paſſion tell. 
L To melt the Breaſt of Fang. 


— 1 p wy 
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Was ſhe like Shepherdeſs array'd, 
With Flock and Crook, on flow'ry Mead, 
Or thro” the ſcorch'd, and ſultry Glade, - 
I'd pipe to. pleaſe my. Fanny. 
At Night the Labours of the Day, BE 
One gentle Look, wou'd all repay, . 
And from my Breaſt drive Cares away 
While bleſt with lovely Fanny. "vg 
: While 


While Ships will ride the frothy Main, 
Or Oxen plough the moſſy Plain, 
Or Nymphs delight the raviſh'd Swain, 
So long will I love Funny. 
And when the pointed miſſive Dart, 
By Death's commiſſion'd to my Heart, 
My lateſt Breath as I depart, 
Shall ſigh my lovely Fanny, 


— 


= a —— 


A Diminutive 1 E 1 | 
Queriſt and Satire. a 


Humbly inſcrib'd to a Diminutive Corporation. 


8 QuEerIST. | 

OUSE now, 6atire, from thy Cell; 
Quit thy Hermit Seat, and tell, 
Why a 2 4 aim at State, 


SATIRE. 


Know then, Queriſt, here's the Cauſe, 
Nature's true to her own Laws, 
She doth never Heroes make 
Of Men, who at Alarms quake; 
Mind and Spirit muſt combine, 
Eier we in true Luſtre ſhine. 
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Narrow Minds are always ſo, 
Ev'n when they wealthy grow. 
Deal them Honours, change their Name, 
Yet their Nature's all the ſame; 
Native Meanneſs muſt confeſs 
Slaves, beneath a gilded Dreſs. 
He whom Nature fits for Jailor, 
Cobler, Tinker, Tanner, Taylor, 
Piper, Setter, Pimp or Knave, 
Scarce ſurmount what firſt ſhe gave, 
She alone directs her Man, 
Let Art do what e'er ſhe can, 
Nothingneſs, decreed by Fate, 
Leſſens them in ev'ry State; 
Charter- Freedom, Liberty, 
Never make ſuch Reptiles free. 
Thoſe when deſtin'd to be Slaves 
Never can ſet up for Braves. 


QueRr15T. 
Pardon, Sage ; but ſure they may, 
By their Pelf, uphold ſome Sway, 
SATIRE. 
Ay, but that, my Friend's no more, 


Than falſe Virtue in a W EF< * 
Nature ever can deny, | ee. 
More than Wealth, and Art ſupply, 
| QuERIST. 78 
Suppoſe then Pow'r in ſuch Hands, 
SATIRE. 


Suppoſe: a Frigate on quick Sands, One 
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One will ſuffer like the other, 
Sink in Spight of Maſt and Rudder. 
If a Catch-pole's made a Judge, 
Wou'd not he a Brother, grudge 
The ſuborning Fee, and roar, 
Till he got as much, or more? 


"QueR1sT. 


What if thoſe ſet up for Senſe 
Judge of other's Excellence ? 


SaTIRE. 


Pride, Conceit, where Judgment, fails, 
_Ever wild, Confuſion deals, 

Rather than appear not wiſe, 

They'll deny the Teſt of Eyes. 


Quzr1sT. 


Nature ſometimes makes a Fool; 
Muſt it follow by that Rule? 
She produces Coxcombs too, 


SATIRE, 


That I can't hold to be true; 

Oft ſhe makes us ſimply plain, 

Never bids us to be vain 3 

Here, my Friend, is the Miſtake jn, 
Coxcombs are of our own making. 
Ewry Creature that ſhe- ſends, 

She Deſigns for proper Ends ; - 

But when Fortune thwarts her Scheme, 
And gives Wealth with Loſs of Fame; 
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The Dunce in Lace; ſhews but how, | 
Fit ſhe made him for the Plough ; 
Some, tho' buſtling at the Bar, * 
She deſign'd to drive a Carr; | 

Others fit in aukward State, 

More by Chance, than Merit great : 

Some in Want obſcurely pine, 

Who with Fortune's Leave might ſhine 

Thouſands at the Goad and Spade, 

She for nobler Uſes made : 

Thro' all Scenes of Life you'll ſee 

Frequent Impropriety. 


| Quersr. | 
To keep Things in their proper Center, 
You'll allow, I boldly venture. 


SATIRE. 


Some Things, I own, I wou'd determine 
To the State that they firſt were in, 
Then to begin let... be 

Sunk in Native Infamy. | 

Now I've anſwer'd all your Queries, 
Be ſo kind to tell me where is | 
The Deſign in what you've ſaid ; 


'QuerisT. 


Then I'll tell you, you have made 

Your Conclufion, my Defign | 
There your Thoughts agree with mine .. 
Since a Hint's enough to you, 

Rev'rend Monitor, adieu. 


The End of the Firſs NUMBER», 


ADVERTISEMENT. 
1 E Author takes this Opportunity 
to inform the Publick, that as he 
has not taken in a ſufficient Number of 
Subſcriptions to carry on this Work, he 
propoſes to publiſh the whole in Four 
Numbers. Subſcribers Names, according 
as received, to be publiſh'd with each 
Number. 1 
The ſecond and third Number are 
in the Preſs, and will be publiſh'd as 
ſeoon as poſſible. n 
Every Subſcriber to pay 2 8. 8 4 d. 


on Subſcribing, and no more at the De- 


livery of the Whole. 185 
Subſcriptions are taken in by the 

Printer, Sam. Powell in Crane- Lane; 

and by the Author, at Mr. Robert 
Kennedy's in Eſſex-ſtreet. 


The Author returns his grateful 


Thanks to the Nobility and Gentry 
who honour'd him with their Subſcrip- 
tions, and hopes the other Numbers 
will be more worthy of their Encou- 
Tagement, a | 


4 
r nnn — ot. i. 


Author's Advertif ement. 


SHOULD not trouble the Publick 
with this Piece of Formality to thoſe 
Trifles I have preſum'd to., publiſh, but 
that it ſeemed quite requiſite for many 
Reaſons. ; 


THE Epiſtolary Correſpondence I have 
inſerted in, this Number, is with a Lady 
of ſuch a ſingular Turn of Thought, 
and lively Sallies of Wit and Humour, 
'that few of my Readers will make wrong 
Conjectures. 


IT is likely ſome may object, 2 
regarded that Lady, it was not kind to 
D publiſh 
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publiſh her Letters, to which I need on- 
ly anſwer, that in the Courſe of our Cor- 
reſpondence there is nothing to be read 
bur what a Lady of Wit might expreſs 
without the leaſt Imputation of Indecency, 
nor any Thing in the Whole that can of- 
tend the moſt delicately Virtuous. -There- 
jore I humbly preſume I did her Honour 
no Injury. 


OTHER 8, hope, may inveigh 
againſt that Lady, and make ſevere Cen- 
jures, but I'd have them be as humane 

as that great Man, who ſaid, 


Nil de Mertuis, niſi bonum. 


DURING this Correſpondence, I 
declare (as may appear by the Letters) 
I never faw that Lady; nor did I ever 
ſee her but once, and after that Time, I 
never heard from her more. 


WHEN I read her firſt —— I was 
prejudic'd in her Favour. Her —— I read 
as a Matter of Entertainment, quite re- 


gardleſs of the Reality of the Facts; but 


I muſt confeſs I cou'd wiſh ſhe had dealt 
leſs in Invectives, many whereof were in- 
Juriouſly apply d. 


I HAVE 


| 
' 
r 


It 
it 


Ta} 


I HAVE heard ſeveral ſtrange Sto- 


ries of her, yet I ſuſpended my Judgment 


until a perſonal Acquaintance would oblige 


me to think ill of her. 


I LATD her Letters, and the Anſwers 


to them, before ſome Gentlemen of Taſte, 
who told me they would be entertaining to 
my Subſcribers. Upon the Conſideration 
of this, I ventur'd to exhibit them to the 
Publick. 


I NEED not tell how incapable I 
was to correſpond with that Lady ; this, 
I am ſure the Publick will know, without 
any Declaration of it from me. 


M chief View in writing to her, was 
to procure an agreeable Entertainment . 


in a ſolitary Retreat, 


I AM not inſenſible that my Inabilities 


in Poetry may indulge the IIl- nature of 


W ſome who read but to find Fault, and are 


ſtudiouſly induſtrious to find out the Chaff 
whilſt they avoid the Grain: From ſuch 


I wou'd expect a double Subſcription, as 


5 I give 


—<_—— 


- : 
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I give them an Opportunity of ſhewing 
their Knowledge 5 1 Criticiſm. 
How many genteel Struts, Suſpenſions of 
the Noſe, and eloquent Damn-me's, will a 

young Fribble, and conſummate Flaſh make 
at the real or imaginary Blunders of a poor 

Poet. Men of this Claſs may be profound 
at hitting a Blot, tho* blind to Propriety 
of Language, or Elegance of Style, and 
may commence Criticks without ever wrl- 
ting a good Line, or ſhewing any Thing 
maſterly in themſelves. 


- Thoſe Pieces of Poetry, Sc. which I 
have. preſented to. the Publick, I writ in 
a Retirement in the Country, with a View 
of entertaining ſome Friends : I did not 
think them of Conſequence enough to pub- 
liſh, nor had I the leaſt Ambition of com- 
mencing an Author : But lately ſome Gen- 
tlemen, with a friendly Intention, perſuad- 

ed me to publiſh them by Subſcription. 


SEVERAL of , the\Nobility and 
Gentry did me the Honour to ſubſcribe, 
whoſe Benevolence and Humanity render 
- me. infinitely their Debtor. I could hear- 
tily wiſh thoſe Trifles were worthy of their 
Encouragement, and only depend upon 
their Goodneſs to conſider, ; 


Par va 
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Parva ne averſeris, ineſt 
Sua gratia parvis. 


UPON the Publication of my firſt 


Number, I was faluted with a profound 
Piece of Criticiſm (if ſo it may be call'd) 
under the Title of, The Muſe's Petition 10 
Apollo againſt Bernard Clarke. At the 
Peruſal of it, it had the contrary Effect 
on me thoſe Gentlemen under the Fri- 
gid Zone, I believe, imagined ; for I be- 
gan to think I had ſome Merit, other- 
wiſe thoſe Tad-Poles of Parnaſſus would 
not have honour'd me with their ſublime 
Lucubrations; but upon ſerious Conſide- 
ration, I found out it was not my Me- 
rit, but the Name of a Writer that at- 
tracted thoſe Inſects. This humbled my 
Thoughts of myſelf; particularly when I 
conſidered a Carrion was very often as 
nobly attended. | 


UPON the Whole, I was reſolved (even 
if it was in my Power) not to reſcue them 
from the deſerv'd Obſcurity they labour 
under; but, upon the Importunity of ſe- 
vera], I was conſtrained much againſt my 
Inclination te anſwer that Specimen of their 
Knowledge in the Art of Sinking in Poe- 


D 3 "he try, 
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try, and that pretty much in their own 
Way, which I intend to publiſh in the 
next Number. I ſhall cloſe this Preface 
with humbly requeſting the Indulgence of 
the Publick, R 


AND as this is my firſt Attempt, 
the next may be more worthy of their 
Patronage. | 


AN 


Y, 
eir 


An EPpisTOLARY 


CORRESPONDENCE. 


STR, 


OU praiſe me in ſo much a higher Strain than 
k'4 even my. own Vanity could have dictated, 
that I think I can only ſay, as Swift us'd to ob- 
ſerve, took in the whole Circle of Complements, and 
ſuppoſed every Thing which could poſſibly be ſaid on 
the Occaſion, 


But, in real Truth, I find myſelf infinitely your 


' Debtor, and know not to anſwer my Obligations, 


except to tell you, That the grateful Heart, by pay- 
ing owes not, and ſtands both at once indebted and 
diſcharged. And Iam ſure 1 


Can plead no Title to your Favours paſt. 
And only wiſh for Worth to make them laſt. 


D 4 To 
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To deſerve your good Opinion wou'd be my high- 
eſt Ambition; but pray, Sir, take Care; for tho“ I 
never had the Honour of ſeeing you, know not whe- 
ther you are young or old, ugly or handſome. I 
have already conceived a very warm Friendſhip for 
you ; and if you continue Writing in the Manner 
you do, I know not what the Conſequence may be. 


As Wit and good Senſe join the pitying Pang, 
the tender Tear ; the Sigh for ſuffering Worth ; 
the Wiſh prefer d for human Kind; the Joy to ſee 
them bleſs'd, and all the ſocial Off-ſpring of the Heart, 
live on your Language, and have for me irreſiſtable 


Charms; ſo with a little Variation of Waller's Lines 


to Fandike. 


Thus, from thy beauteous Writings, we 
Slaves are made, who read them free, 
And I confounded with thy. Art, 
Know not his Face who won my Heart. 


Pray, Sir, come to Town, left, like a female Quix- 

ote, I ſhould viſit your rural Retreat in Quelt of 
ſome agreeable Adventure ; or, as all we poetical Folks 
border on the romantick, and ſometimes on the en- 
thuſiaſtick Strain, I ſhou'd fancy myſelf ſome fair 
filver-ſhafted Nymph, clap on my Tragedy buſkins, 
and pay you a Viſit, who generouſly feel ſo much 
Tenderneſs for me, : 


You 
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You ſee, Sir, a little Encouragement is likely to 
engage you a troubleſome Correſpondent ; for I'm 
determin'd never to permit you to have the laſt 
Word with me: No, — no, — I have too much of 
the Woman in me for that. I'm extremely oblig'd 
to you for —— s favourable Opinion of me, and I'm 
well perſuaded he fully deſerves the Character you 
have given of him. I was once in Hopes of the Honour 
of a Sort of Relationſhip to him, and that he wou'd 
have ſupply'd my Uncle Br—d—r M— 4's Place; 
but the Widow happened not to diſtinguiſh - Merit, 


chooſing for her Mate the moſt ſordid, mean, un- 
| Tetter'd Hind, that ever was Maſter of a Fortune, 
or had a Seat in the Houſe of Commons. 


But ſhe has given, tho' treated long amiſs, - 
The Man of Merit, his Revenge in this. 


You may know, Sir, I have not now imitated 


the honourable Romans in Brevity, but grow volu- 


minous. 


As to the poetical Favour you ſent me, you may 
depend upon it my Vanity will not let me conceal 
it, and IJ am ſure your harmonious Numbers will be 
an Honour and Ornament to my Work. 


| I cou'd wiſh, Sir, you had given me particular 
Directions where to write to you, as I preſume...... , 


is not a Poſt-Town. 


1 beg 


[ 56 ] 


I beg, for my Satisfaction, you will let me know 
if this Stuff goes ſafe to you. I have the Honour 
to be, with the moſt perfect Eſleem and Gratitude, 
4... 

Your moſt oblized, 
and moſt obedient Servant, — 


MADAM, 


Receiv d your kind Letter, and honeſtly aſſure 
1 you it contain'd ſo much Wit and innate Spright- 
lineſs, that I muſt be indebted to you for an Anſwer 


If I had ſuch an eaſy Delivery of pretty Sallies 
AS you have, be aſſur'd I'd pay in your own Coin. 


Yet, tho' I can't write as you do, I will write of- 
tener than you do, which, at beſt, is no more 
than when you ſend me a gold Cob, I'll return the 
Change in Farthings. 


You praiſe me with ſo much Eloquence, that I ſee 

how little 1 deſerve by the Superiority of your 

_ Genius, I have a thouſand things to ſay to you. 
Baut, 


* My 
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My grateful Thoughts ſo throng to get abroad, 

They over-run each other in the Crowd; 

* To you, with haſty Flight they take their Way, 

* And hardly for the Dreſs of Words will ſtay, 

And now ſuch Haſte, to tell their Meflage make, 

* They oaly ſtammer, what they mean'd to ſpeak." 
18 Old. 


believe you'll allow, Madam, nothing makes a dul. 
ler Figure in writing than Sincerity ; if it be not (pardon 
the Expreſſion) larded with Wit; but you ſee I ven- 
ture to write to you under many Diſadvantages. 


However, I wou'd rather be thought incapable to en- 


tertain, than capable of Ingratitude. You ſeem a lit- 
tle defirous to know who your Correſpondent is, and 
I afſure you I will inform you without * leaſt 
Diſingenuity. 


As to my Station in Life, I am one Degree above 
Don Cherubim de la Ronda ; or at leaſt I think ſo, be- 
cauſe, tho' I am obliged to perform the painful 


Taſk of a Teacher, I feel none of thoſe Anxieties the 


Batchelor complains of. As to my Perſon, it is nei- 
ther inviting nor frightful ; I am now drawing towards 
the fourth Climacteric, five Feet ſeven in Height, to- 
lerably corpulent, of a low Forehead, and I am ſorry 
I reſemble the SpeQator in nothing elſe. I may ſay 
with Farquhar, © I have no Eſtate but what lies 
* under the Circumference of my Hat ; and if by, 

* chance 
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© chance I ſhould loſe my Head, conſequently I would 
not be worth a Groat.” As to my Qualities, I have 
a great many Faults, which I will conceal from you, 
and all the World if I can;. and with thoſe I am 
notwithſtanding eaſy temper d and good-natur'd, 
no Man can have leſs to anſwer for in Point of 
Ingratitude. I am, I think, free from all Kind of 
Oſtentation and Conceit, and very patient of Reproof; 
I can hear the Work of my Head and Hands decry'd 
before me, with as much Serenity of Temper, as if 
I was reading one of Doctor T;/lotſon's Sermons. And 
-tho' I am not able to correct my Imperfections, I am 
quite ſenſible of them all. I am an Admirer of Poetry, 

and very fond of reading, tho' I fear I have a greater 
Appetite that way than good Ss. - 


I acknowledge to you I EU have apply'd my- 
ſelf to ſome Studies, which wou'd be more uſeful to 
me than thoſe I generally purſue ; but I cou'd ne- 
ver fix cloſely to, any Study that had not ſome Plea- 
ſure or Entertainment in the Application. 


Believe me, Madam, this is the genuine Portrait 
of your Correſpondent, and tho', I don't merit one of 
your pretty Compliments, they can't diſpleaſe me, as 
1 ſome where read that Compliments were the Smoke 

of Friendſhip. ' If I correſpond with you long, you'll 
make a Thief of me; for when I flag, I muſt ſteal 
A Hint to entertain you. But alas! 


-  Whatcan I ay, but you have heard before, 
Such is thy Genius, and unbounded Store. 


I need | 
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I need not tell you a Defire to appear your Friend, 
has made me ſo vain as to ſend you a very diſ- 
proportionable Rhapſody ; but in this, I may fay, I am 
like a good natur'd Curr, who wou'd ſooner throw 
his dirty Paws on his Maſter, "than loſe the Pleaſure 
of ſhewing his Kindneſs. 


I'm glad to find your Misfortunes have not de- 
preſſed your Spirit. I think with your many excel 
lent Accompliſhments you have Philoſophy enough to 
conſider, 


* What then remains, but after 1 Annoy, 

To take the good Viciſſitude of Joy, 

To thank the gracious Gods for what they give, 

6 © Poſleſs our Souls, and while we live, to live.” 
Dryden, 


Now, as I'm certain you have a Spirit which can 
give you a ſuperior Rectitude of Heart, I weu'd adviſe 
you to look with an eaſy Contempt at thoſe who endea- 
your to injure you; for they can do you no more Hurt 
than the ſhort-liv'd Beings of a Summer's Day. A 
Perſon who deals in Scandal is below the Notice of 


every generous Mind. 


There is a Luſt in Man, no Charm can tame, 
* Of loudly publiſhing his Neighbour's Shame : 
On Eagles Wings immortal Scandals fly, 

While virtuous Actions, are but born, and die. 


Dryden. 


You 
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Lou are now writing. . .. the Moſes are all 
* ſeated about you, giving Harmony and Grace to every 
Word you write. + | 


Thro' all thy Notes, whene'er you firing the Lyre, 
Apollo fats infuſing Strength and Fire. 


I can't help thinking that the Country is a fitter 
Scene for a poetical Genius than the City. 


The ſilver Dews that paint the Morn, , . 
With pearly Drops on ev'ry Thorn, 

And Fhra's Pride that decks the Spring, 

While chearful Birds in Parties ſing, 

Are more delightful to the Muſe, 

Than Noiſe of Coach, and Black your Shoes. 


The Beauties of Nature have every Thing in them 
that can delight a Soul poetically tun'd. This, the 
Pfalmiſt ſublimely ſings in the 104th Pſalm. 


There ſhady Trees, from ſcorching Beams, 
© Yield Shelter to the feathfr'd Throng, 
They drink, and to the bounteous Streams, 
Return the Tribute of their Song.“ 


I don't inveigh againſt the Town, as ſome Poets 
do when they have no. Money to ſpend in it. 
But you know Hurry and Noiſe are Enemies to the 

Muſes. | 


Now. 
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Now, Madam, fince I have been ingenuous with 
you in my Account of myſelf, I hope my not being 
a Man of Fortune, as you firſt imagin'd, will not de- 
prive me of your Correſpondence, which can only 
make my Retreat very agreeable. 


Tam, M1 DA M, with bigheft Elem, 
and unalterable Friendſhip, 
Dur moſt devoted Servant, 


BERNARD CLarke, 


_— hs. ä 


a — 
_— 
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SIR, 


HOPE you have too good an Opinion of me to 
| conceive, that your not. being a Man of Fortune, 


ſhou'd, in the leaſt decreaſe my Eſteem for you; 


and I believe you will agree with me, that Souls 
poetically tun'd, are ever more generous, and above 
little ſordid Views. If you do not drop your Cor- 
reſpondence with me, you may depend on an And 
ſwer to every Letter you are pleaſed to favour me 


with. 


Tho' RO Station in Life is a laborious ons, yet 
'tis not without its Pleaſures; for I have found 
by Experience, that it is a delightful Taſk to rear the 
tender Thought, to teach the young Idea how to 
ſhoot, and I know not any Perſon more uſeful to the 


Publick than a good Teacher, I promiſe you were [ 


Princeſs 


| Priviceſs of Wales, I wou'd con 
to your tuitive Care. 


4 


The Portrait you have given me © 
quite lively, humorous, and entertaining, and I pro- 
miſe you I long to ſee the Original. 


T am afraid you are too modeſt to do yourſelf 
Juſtice, and if any Buſineſs calls you to Dublin, I ſhall 
never pardon ; nay, I will ſatyrize you, if you don't 
give me as much of your Time as you can poſſibly 
ſpare from better Engagements; for I pride myſelf 
in reſembling Vaneſſa in one Point, and to me 


Men of Senſe have free Approach, 
Altho' they come not in a Coach. 


I think I muſt now give you a Deſcription of my- 
ſelf: 1 am, alas-a-day! in my thirty-ſeventh Year, 
and one of the moſt diminutive Mortals you ever 
ſaw, who was not a Dwarf, or diſproportion'd. As 
all the Beauty I ever had conſiſted in Complexion, 
us pretty much faded, and my auburn Locks are 
here and there beſprinkled with Gray. The Hand 
of Time has filver'd what was Gold. O! he is a 
bad Alchymiſt. | 


| My: Temper is naturally ſerene and chearful, info- 
much that I cou'd not without Violence to myſelf 
ſay a diſobliging Word even to an Enemy. 


# CY * ; 
| I hate 
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I hate Ceremony, and think too much of it both 


troubl and ill bred, My Friend treats 
me with ſo 8 of it, that being volatile, I beg of 
him to be leſs ceremonious to be better bred. I muſt 
now beg of you to pardon Inconnexions, for I have 
been three Times interrupted fince I hs and that 
oddly. | | | 


A country Squire taking me for a Lawyer, wanted 
me to write out his Caſe. th 


A Stripling from the College minted Prize veiled 
and a Player a Prologue. At laſt I cried out, O that 
I had the fruitful Heads of Hydra, and Briarius's 
hundred Hands to ſerve you all. Well, to mend the 
Matter, here's the Printer wants more Copy : This 
muſt give us a Pauſe ; ſo he's gone, and now I re- 
turn very willingly to you; in which I ſhould not be 
half ſo aſſiduous were you a Man of Fortune ; for 
this very good Reafon, I ſhou'd not expect you'd un- 
derſtand me: And I wou'd not for the World, have 


you imagine your Candour ſhou'd make me a 


you. 


To deſerve a Fortune, is a greater Merit than to 


poſſeſs it; and that, by the Sample you have given 


me of yourſelf, I am ſure you do. And, to ſpeak the 


Truth, my Soul ſeems pleaſed to make an * 
tance with thee, as if PO to thine. 


ww 
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Perhaps tis Sympathy of honeſt Minds, like String, 
wound up in Muſick, where, at one Touch, both 
utter the ſame Harmony. | 


You ſee I am an errant Plagiary, and that indiffe. 
rent honeſt, a ſad Thief ! 


Now. Sir, I do aſſure you, whenever you pleaſe 
to' exhibit your ſhort Face to me, you ſhall be receiv'd 
with the Intimacy of an Acquaintance, and the Re- 
gard due to your Merit, by her who is very proud 
to ſubſcribe herſelf, 


A 22 Your moſt obliged Friend, 
and humble Servant. 


DE — 


MADAM, 
Receiv'd your Letter yeſterday, and tend it with 
I great Delight, A little before I receiv'd it J was 
oddly ſituated ; There were two Coxcombs in the 
Room repeating Panegyricks upon themſelves, two 
Ladies of good Senſe improving their Vanity, an 
old Woman who was de] perately in Love, and be 
\ SS © Way of the World before me; but, upon Receipt of 
your Letter, I grew quite n of the Scene. 


I am 9 Madam, one of your good Senſe 
and polite Education, cou'd never be guilty of a low, 


or ungenerous Action. 
Since 


gs 
th 
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| Since you honour'd me with your Correſpondence, 


I conceive a great Efteem for the e of the 


An of Writing. 


- © Bleſs'd be 4 Man, his Merry, at leaſt, 
Who found the Art thus to unfold the Breaſt, 
And taught ſucceding Times an eaſy Way, 
Their ſecret Thoughts by Letters to convey, 
© To baffle Abſence and ſecure Delight, 
© Which, 'till that Time, was limitted to Sight, 

* The parting Farewel ſpoke, the laſt Adieu, 
© The leſſ' ning Diſtance paſt, then Loſs of View, 
© The Friend was gone, which ſome kind Mo- 
ments gave, 
And Abſence ſeparated like the Grave. 
Guardian, Vol. 2d. 


You ſay ſo many good-natur'd Things of me, that 


you'll certainly either make me fall in Love with 
yourſelf, or thoſe imaginary Perfections you ſpeak 
of. But at any Rate, I am a P/atonick Admirer of 


yours; tho', as you tell me, you will inſert my Poem 


in your . . . . . I think it reaſonable we ſhould be in- 
timate while we are together in the Sheets. 


How can you think, if ! went to Town, I cou'd 
ſpend a Moment agreeably ont of your Company. 


I am ſure if I have any Taſte you have Attractions 
 enow to command my Attention and Eſteem. 


E 2 You 


| 
| 
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| 
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You ſay you are the ' moſt diminutive. Mortal [ 
ever ſaw ; Why, Madam, I wou'd admire you, be 
your Shape, Size, or Form, what they will, if you 
were hump-back'd, I'd affect a Stoop; if you hobbled, 
I'd amble ; and, like the Diſciples” of A ſop, I'd imi- 
tate your outward. Defects, as well as inward Per- 
* fections. R z 
If youare as bee as you fy, you may fing 
with your Aſie Sappbe. 


*/To me, what Nature has in Charms den y'd, 
Is well by Wit's more laſting Charms ſupply'd; 
© Tho” ſhort my Stature, yet my Name extends 
To Heav'n itſelf, and Earth's remoteft Ends.“ 


How can I thank your Serene Highneſs, for your 


committing the Royal Race to my Care. 


With what becoming Thanks can I reply, 
Not only Words lie lab ring in my Breaſt, 
But . elf, is by the Praiſe oppreſs'd.” 

" 7 Dry den. 


Your witty Compariſon of honeſt Minds n 


thetically actuated like the Strings of a muſical In- 


ſtrument, is very pretty, and very juſt ; but the effi-- 


dient Cauſe is thought to proceed from our finding 
the ſame Diſpoſitions in others which we feel in our- 
ſelves. And I am ſure I have not one of your Perfec- 

; f tions, 


w 2. 
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tions, except Good-nature, — 0 make a Sym- 
pathy. f R 


J long to fee your ſecond . I cou'd fpend 
my Time moſt agreeably in reading any Thing you 
write : I'm ſure you'll have may pretty Intrigues 
with the Muſes in it. - 
© Queen of all harmonious Things, 

* Dancing Words, and ſpeaking Strings, 

© What God, what Hero wilt thou fing, ; 

* What happy Man to equal Honours bring? 
|  Cowly. © 


You are ſo obliging as to wiſh for the hundred 
Hands of Briarius to ſerve your Friends, I'd be ſorry * 
you'd have his fifty Bellies in the Bargair. ; for I fear 
ſach Rewards as Merit meets with, in this Iron age, 
wou'd ſcarce den your many-belly'd Ladyſhip a 


I very often think Mankind wou'd be infinitely 
more happy, if the Generality of Women had as 
much Learning, as they could acquire by Application 
and ſtudious Induſtry. Women have naturally aw 
eaſier Flow of Words than Men; and ean there be 
any Machine whoſe Parts are all ſound, as , 
not worth the Pains of making it go righc? . + 


The Study of the Bulles Littres is a fitter Employ- 
ment for Ladies than that little infignificant Cireula- 
„ ue engug ed in 


3 T 


it my Due; Whereſore, as Praiſe. is u Diet I never 
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This wou'd divert their Thoughts from Scandal, and 
envious Reflections upon their N eighbours, I know, 
Madam, the common Objection is, Learn'd Ladies 
ſeldom make good Houſewives.” At that Rate, every 
ſtupid, illiterate Wench is fitter to conduct a Family, 
than a Lady of Parts. A Lady of Wit, Humour, and 
every other Accompliſhment is very fit for any Office 
in Life. 


But, as Sevift ſays, © An Aſs carries a Pack: ſaddle, 
* ſo can a fine Horſe too; but he is too good for 


S. _ Drudgery. 


I ed find in my Heart to ſay a thouſand oblig- 
ing Things to you, which really your Merit has a 
very juſt Claim to; but, as a certain great Man ob- 


| ſerves, © Flatterers' have taken up the Phraſe, which 


© was once peculiar to Friends; ſo, in the Courſe of 
my Letters to you, I will act the Part of a faithful 
Maſtiff, who defends his Maſter, tho' he wants all the 
— Tricks « the Spaniel. 


However. to be doubly indebted to a Lady, is et 


| ting the Obligation run too far, you not only ho- 


nour me with your witty Epiſtles, but alſo ſay ſo 
many obliging Things to me; that to ſhew my 
Gratitude only by a dumb * Sort of Fidelity 1s 


too unpolite. 


- Shou'd I paſs: over in Silence how much I'm in- 
debted to your Praiſe, perhaps you d imagine I thought 


Was 


* 
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was us'd to, I return you my hearty Thanks for the 
Novelty, and I cou'd wiſh your ſweet Compliments 
cou'd be apply'd to me with half the 1 they 
cou'd be to yourſelf. 


Your Midfortunee conſtrain me to think it neceſ- 
ſary, in the Courſe of Things, that ſome People 
ſhou'd be unfortunate, otherwiſe a Perſon of your 
Merit wou'd never be ſo. 


It is manifeſt God gave every one of us Seeds of 
Compaſſion and Tenderneſs, if the evil Habits of a 
depraved Life, had not eradicated them out of the 
Breaſts of too many. 


* Compaſſion proper for Mankind appears, 
Which Nature witneſs'd when ſhe lent us Tears, 
Of tender Sentiments we only give 
« © Thoſe Proofs, to weep is our Prerogative, c. 
Juvenal. 


I hope, Madam, you'll excuſe thoſe ſolemn Trifles, 
from him who is, in all Forms, and Modes of Speech, 


Tour devoted 8 e 


BERNARD CLARKE. 


— — * 


SIR, 
AM much indebted to your Imagination, for 
the fair Idea you have conceiv'd of me, it will 
1 ad Intereſt to be Madam Cynthia behind a Cloud. 
E 4 To 
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'To keep you thus deluded fit, 
And make you fancy what I will. 
But if you ſhould find your beautiful Dulcinea trans: 
form d into a homely wither'd Creature, take it for 
granted, tis the Envy of that wicked old Enchanter, 


Who now fits with his Scythe to mow, 
Where erſt (ac Cupid with bis Bow. 


That has wrought this Change 4 0 Fault of 
mine. 3 


I am in great Hopes you are in Love with me, 
and 25 it is a pleaſing Pain, a ſweet Madneſs, I wou'd 


not have you cur'd, which you yy bs wt be = 
* behold m. 


To keep ap pu Paſſion, I deſire our 1 Meet 
ing may 11 


In ſome duſk, Fe flent Shade, 
= Where not a 8 beam ever ſtray d. 


Or, What do you think of a gelid Cavern, with 
Moſs over grown, canopy'd with the flanting Haney- I 
_ EE ET” & e 

Os, i ce Scafon won't permit, 
_ uw Rl-retir's Fince will , 
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Where glowing Embers, thro' the Room, 
Teach Light to counterfeit a Gloom. 


Pray, Sir, fix the Place of Aſſignation, and come. 
ambling, hobling, ſtrutting, or, as you can or may, 
you ſhall be welcome. If I had a Frank I wou'd 
ſend you a moſt ſtupid Letter of the . .. .. . . to me, 
to which he ſubſcribes S—# ; but S—d—y Fs, 
as they call him, has entered his Proteſt againſt it 
in a. handſome Letter to me, and refuſes to father ſo 
ugly a Baſtard . .. .. .. . . wiſely declares, none but 
W es and R es wou'd countenance me; 
a handſome Compliment to the Nobility, Clergy. and 
Gentry of this Kingdom. Poor Man ! his Head is 
a little turn'd ; really ſometimes I pity him. He 
ſays, i in a Letter, that the . . . . . . gave him my 
Propofals ; ay, and my Liſt of Subſcribers alfo, to 
do with them what he pleaſed; and, to ſhew his 
Contempt of them, be apply'd them ad Poſteriora. 


Is not the Man mad? Nay, I believe, ascording 
to Swwift's Account, I am a Widow; for fure no Man 
alive wou'd write ſuch Stuff. 


Now, if I write not by each Poſt, 
Pray think me not unkind ; 


For I ſolemnly affure you, I am ſo hurry'd for the 

1 That what with Printers Proofs, 
nfertinent Viſitors, who make any Sort of an 
Excuſe to ſee ſo great a Curioſity as wy little La- 
* um ſcaxce & Nlanent to deute * 
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and Friendſhip. And, alas! if I don't work, I muſt 
not eat ; alſo, my Word and Honour are engag'd to 
to the Publick, and I muſt make them good, or 
forfeit all future Claim to their Favour, I hearti- 
ly wiſh you were near me, that you might read 
with all the Malice of a Friend, my . . . . . for I 
have no Amanuenſis, no Aſſiſtant; but muſt, like the 
Silk-worms, ſpin all out of my own Bowels ; or, ra- 
ther Brains, if I have any. 


| But, my dear Friend, write to. me, for w_ live, 
where, | | 


a On ev ry Thorn, delightful Wiſdom grows, i 
In ev'ry Rill a ſweet Inſtruction flows; 


and have ſacred Leiſure, for which, in vain, I lan- 
guiſh, I cou'd cry out with Waller, 


O! how long my careleſs Limbs to lay, 

.* Under th' imbow' ring Shade, and all the Day, 
With tuneful Airs, my Fancy entertain, 

* Invoke the Muſcs, and improve my Vein, 
No Paſſion then, in my free Breaſt ſhou'd move, 


None but the beſt, and pureſt Paſſion, Love ! 


You ſeeI am an old Coquette ; if you don't write to 
me, I ſhall be in the Vapours, for I verily believe 


no Buſineſs can prevent my giving you an Anſwer. 
* for what Coxcombs, or Ladies ſay of me, Why 


The moſt effectual Way to baulk, 
Their Malice, is to let them talk 
| wn 
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A Gentleman from the College, who ſeems to 
have no bad Taſte for Things, tho' he cannot ſtrike 
any Thing out of himſelf, brought me the other 
Day, a Receipt in Latin for making Kiſſes; I 
begg'd of the Gentleman to conſtrue it in plain 
Engliſh ; he did, and to own the Truth, it was no 
Way beautiful in my Eyes. I requeſted he wou'd 
put it in a poetical Dreſs, which he declined. Now, 
Sir, I ſend it to you, and your favouring me with a 
Tranſlation of it, will give me an Opportunity of 
bantering my Friend, and making him think I have 
a Knowledge of the Latin by Intuition, or other- 
wiſe, as he conjectures, c. 


J am, Dear SIR, with perfect Ears 
and unalterable Friendſhip, | 
Your molt obliged, humble Servant. 


Le! Lt! 


Præſcriptum ad C omponenda Baſia. 


FFINXIT quandam, blandum meditata la- 
borem, 
Baſia, laſciva, cypria diva Manu 
Temperat occultos medicati Nectaris imbres, 
Et ſucco Ambroſiz, ſedula tingit Opus. 
Sufficit & Mellis partem quod Subdolus olim, 


Non impune favis, ſurripuiſſet amor. 
"EP | Decuſſos 


* 


Lm 


Decuſlos violz foliis admiſcet odores, | 

Er ſpolia Eſliva plurima rapta roſa ; Dy Ay 
Addidit & riſus, & mille, mille, lepores, T 
Et quot acidalius, gaudia Ceſtus habet. | 
Ex his compoſuit Dea Baſia, & omnia libans, 
Invenies nitidz, ſparſa per ora Chloes. 


* 
* 1 2 th. 1 
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A Trandation of a Latin Receipt for 
Making K 1888s. | 


5 Done at the Requeſt of = 1 0 


HE Paphiar Queen, once in a merry Thought, 
With wanton Hand, a Kiſs the Goddeſs wrought, 

Ambroſia there, with flowing NeQar meet, ” 
Arabia's Eſſence ſwells the growing Sweet. 
Honey, which Love once wou'd have fain purloin'd, 
From Hives, (till puniſt'd) to the Mafs ſhe join'd. 
Flora ſhe bade her fragrant Off rings bring, 
Fraught with the ſweeteſt Plunder of the Spring. 
Soſt Looks ſhe blends with thouſand thouſand Smiles, 
And Sweets on Sweets, induſtriouſly compiles. 
To thoſe th' exub'rant Joys of Virgin Zone, 
And ev'ry Rapture that ſurrounds ber Throne, 
All in a Kiſs, the Goddeſs mixing, ſips, | 
And ſays, yeu'l Jag them in fair Chlbe's Li, 


MADAM, 


75 1 


MADAM, 
'Receiv'd the Favour of your Letter by laſt Poſt, 
wherein you appoint an Interview, but I think on 

very hard Terms. 

One time you are to be behind a Cloud, another time 
in a Room, where expiring Embers, like the Glances 
of a dying Taper, baffle with a Confuſion of Light 
and Darkneſs. , 


Ah! Cynthia, why to low'ring Clouds 6 haſte, 
Whilſt your gay Smiles, can chear the dreary Waſte, 
Shine undiſguis'd, in native filver Light, 

And all thy Charms exhibit to my- Sight, 

My raviſh'd Eyes ſhall then with Wonder gaze, 
And thy Endymion, ſing thy endleſs Praiſe, 


I muſt own I don't remember that Endymion ever 
writ any Verſes: But Plato, in his Viſion of Eras, 
records ſo many extraordiary . Tranſmigrations, . I 
think it not inconſiſtent with the Syſtem of the Me- 
temficoſis, that when I animate Endymion,” I ſhou'd 
exert my fav'rite Study to expreſs my Admiration 
and Surprize, when bleſs'd with the Sight of Cy Y- 
thia. ? 


You take ſo much Pains to draw a- difagreeable 
Portrait of yourſelf, that I am apt to believe, if I went 
to ſee you, you wou'd do as your Friend Diana did, 
fy to your Nymphs to beſmear you. 
| As 


2 


As to the Enchanter Time, that's a Joke; your | 
Tongue can utter more Beauties than ever held an | 
Aſſembly in a Woman's Eyes. The Ruins of your Face | 
thirty Years hence, ſet off with your lively Sallies of 
Wit and Eumour, wou'd have more Charms for me, 
than the bloming Beauty of a pretty Fool in her third 
ClimaQterick. 


Now, Madam Cynthia, to own the Truth (tho? I 
defign ſhortly to ſee you) I ſometimes think an Inter- 
view might be dangerous ; For, 


Then you cou'd make Endymion, if you pleaſe, 
Quite as uneaſy, as you do the Seas. 


Thus a Mariner that fails along, 
| With Pleaſure hears th inticing Syren's Song, 
$4 © Unable quite, his ſtrong Deſires to bound, 
© Boldly leaps in, tho' certain to be drown'd. 
Otway. 


I have ſent you inclos'd the Tranflation you men- 
tion'd in your laſt Letter ; you ſee the Power you have 
over me : Yet in Spight of all your kind Speeches, 
you can't but think I am ſomething like a ſinful Sex- 
ton, who continues to tranſgreſs, tho' he deals every 
Day in Mortality. 


As to the — applying your = ad Poſ⸗ 
teriora, I can only ſay, there are ſome envious moroſe 
Men, who wou'd no more allow a Lady the Liber- 
ty to write, than to ſpeak in the Church, without 

ever 
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ever conſidering the Entertainment their Works have 
given the World: Such Men conſider Women as a Sort 
of neceſſary Tubes, prepared to hold the Juice of Life, 
"till it ripens into Maturity . But while Eng/and 
boaſts of giving Birth to the excellent Orinda, lerne, 
ſmile while you have her Rival in 


Whoſe Works will live, fraught with unclouded 
Blaze, 


Till Time itſelf grows old with Length of Days. 


I read a Pamphlet the other Day intit led, 4 Pa- 
rallel between Mrs. —— &c. 


The Author, tho' I believe againſt his Will does 
you ſome Honour ; but I can't forgive him for in- 
troducing you into ſuch bad Company. 


That Gentleman puts me in Mind of a Caſuifts - 
who once undertook to defend a very bad Cauſe in 
Publick, after he made uſe of as much Sophiſm and 
Art as he was Maſter of, and finding the Audience 
laughing at his filly Attempt to piove white was 
black, he cry'd out with ſome Warmth, * Why, 
* good People, I find I muſt own the Truth ; I have 
taken the worſt End of the Staff; do but give me 
Liberty to harangue on the other Side of the Queſ- 
© tion, to ſhew you, tho* I can't impoſe on your Sen- 


ſes, I am nevertheleſs an Orator.* Mr. Pope, in his 


Supplement to 1738, gives ſome Account of that 


* See Richelieu's Travels. 
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n While 7 does thro' Reams of Bride cell pore, 
Bleſſing her God to meet a greater Wh re, &c, &c, 


But when you conſider s Reaſon for ſaying 
it was he that tranſlated Pope's Homer, you'll find 
People of the moſt diſtinguiſh'd Merit can't eſcape the 
.. Poiſon of a traducing Mind. : 


I was at the Viſitation of Trim ſometime-ago, and 
had the Pleaſure to ſee our young Primate. © His 
Grace made a charming Exhortation to the Clergy 
of that Dioceſe ; I had my Eyes transfix'd on him 
all the Time; there was ſomething ſo like the Beauty 
of Holineſs in his Countenance, that his unaffected 
Gravity and Solemnity of Manner made him appear 
moſt worthy of that high Station. His Words had 
all the Advantages of long Experience and Age; 


ſeems to be a Delegate of Heaven, to ſhew what 
Youth may do, when the Heart and Mind are il- 
lumin'd with Divine Grate. 

His Grace's private Character is no leſs amiable. 
I don't wonder ſo many of the envy him; for 
where the Good is ſo great, it is natural for all to 
wiſh themſelves ſo happily indu'd. 


There is another Gentleman in the Church, your 


.Acquaintance, Doctor Delany, whom [ was always well 
my Pleaſed 


his Eyes and Face all the Charms of Youth : He 


„ ww. 
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pleaſed to hear. I may juſtly call him a good Chrifian, 

a fine Gentleman, and an excellent Preacher. I am 
proud you do his Character ſo much Juſtice. 


I will eagerly expe& yours by next Poſt. Believe 
me to be your Friend, and one who never con- 
cludes, © that becauſe a Lady does not refuſe him eve- 
* ry Thing, ſhe can't refuſe him any Thing,” 


Iam, diar MADAM, 
with infinite Reſpect, 
Nour devoted Servant, . 


Bernard CLARKE. 


| P. S. I have ſent the Subſcription Money to 
Mr, 


SIR, 
] Received your Subſcription, and . moſt agreeable 

Pacquet, for both of which I am extremely obliged 
to you, eſpecially for the latter. I wrote to you by laſt 
Poſt, a ſhort Epiſtle : But pray, Sir, don't affront your 
own good Taſte nor mine; you cannot write Nonſenſe , 
nor I approve it. So no more of your diſqualifying 
Speeches good Maſter Endymion, as you hope, I ſhall 
ſhine on you from my Silver Orb, when you lie gaz- 
ing at me on Mount Latmus; nor hope I will deſcend 
from it to make you the Man in the . if you. 
ton't acknowledge, 
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Nature in yon has Merit placid, 
In me a moſt judicious Taſte.” | Savift, 


As to the Nymphs beſpattering me at my Requeſt, 
why they have been ſo liberal of their Favours that 
Way, that I muſt rather beg of them to waſh me, 
clean againſt I ſee you. I am very glad you ate 
even one Way in Love with me; but I doubt you 
are too young to be a Platonick. It may not be 
yet ſafe for either of us to indulge even an ideal 
Love too far. I have known ſuch Amours end with 
leſs ſeraphick Purity than they commenced. The 
Mind, where it is ſtrongly engag'd, is very apt to 
draw the Body after it: So I believe we muſt only 
converſe. thus till you are threeſcore, and yet, to 
own the Truth, I am not half ſatisfy d with it; for 
I want to ſee you, which ſeems a little carnal ; and 
you may obſerve by Cadenus and Vanęſſa, 


1 


© What dangerous Things are Men of Wit.“ 


And the good Doctor leaves it very doubtful how 
their Platonick Amour ended. But however, I am 
a Woman of Coutage, and if I have a mortal Heel, 
or a fallible Part, 10 is only to be aſſail'd * magick 
Numbers. 


Drew iron Tears down Pluto's Cheek, 
And made Hell grant what Love did ſeek. 


And 


And 
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And truly I am, at leaſt as ſuſceptible of the foft- 
eſt Paſſions as his grim Majeſty. You fee I have 
ſuch Confidence in you, that I dare ſend you any 
Whim, Gaiety, or Gallantry -which occurs to my 
Mind, expecting your favourable Allowance for all 
oy Sallies as you very July —_ them, 


1 muſt inform you, you * a Rival, Tremble now. 
'Tis Lord , to whom my firſt is de» 
dicated : After giving me forty Guineas, he came 
about a Week ago to breakfaſt with me; he told 
me I had made a Poet of him ; that he had wrote 
four Lines in my Praiſe, which he gave me, but in- 
fiſted on my not wounding his Maiden-modeſty ſo far 
as to read them before him: So I put the Paper in- 
to my Boſom 'ti!l his Lordſhip departed ; bit when 
I came to look at the Poetry, O ye Gods! 


Pa#&olian Guineas chink'd in ev'ry Line; 


for truly it was a Bank Note. I relate this to you, 
as I am ſenſible that generous Minds delight in ge- 
nerous Actions, and you know our Tri Nobility 
ſeldom touch our Souls that Way ; but I hope yer to 
be even with him; for 8 

If either Verſe or Proſe can give, 

A deathleſs Name, his ſhall for ever live! 


I ſuppoſe you haye read Mr. ——'s Letter to me 
where he inveighs againſt my Quotations : Be aſſur 
1 2 it's 
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it's not for want of Taſte, but I believe ſome of 
them | gall him. I hope you'll excuſe me for break- 
ing * abruptly, a as I have Company come in. 


) Dear SIR, 
obliged bumble Servant. 


PER 


„Tour mo 


P. S. The Bearer is an Acquaintance of mine, it 
probably may lie in your Way to ſerve: him in the 
Country. I know it is needleſs to ſay any Thing in 
his Favour to you more, than that he is an honeſt 
Man; that ſingle Circumſtance, I am ſure, will be 
tulkcient to obtain him your kind Offices. | 


. Your Tranſlation I am highly pleaſed with, and 
. fo is my learn'd Scholar too. 


MADAM, 


N Oppoſition to the 's Opinion, I think, 
that next to writing Things truly ſublime and no- 
ble, is judiciouſſy quoting the Thoughts of great Men 
to illuſtrate our own. And certainly no one can be 
more happygin that Art than yourſelf. However, 

tho“ your Taſte in that be elegantly refin'd, yet 1 
think your own Verſes have a peculiar Turn of Wit 
and Humour, which, if I judge right, makes them 
as agreeable as moſt Things you can borrow from 


/ Your Brothers, * to hew 42 1 255 that Way 
| 7-00 
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ef chequering Proſe with Rhyme, I'll ſalute you in 
the Words of Horace to one of his Friends. 


© Health from the Lover of the Country, me, 
« Health to the Lover of the City, thee." 


I am reſolv'd to acknowledge, with as much mo- 
dern Aſſurance as you pleaſe, that I have ſome Me- 
rit, ſince on no other Conditions you are to ſhine on 
me; and as we Men are ever apt to think too favourably 
of ourſelves, leſs perſuaſive Arguments, in ſo pleaſing 
a Point, can't prove inſucceſsful. | 


You ſay I am too young to be a Platonict; now, 
if Id conſtrue that as raſhly as many Gentlemen 
do Ladies Looks and Smiles, I wou'd tell you, tis 
no more, than if you ſaid,” That you had Wit and 
Humour enow to command my Attention, and exter- 
nal Perfections to create Defire : For, 


Firſt we admire, and then we love. 


You ſee I am hard upon you, tho', I am ſure you'll 
make me pay for it. Yet, as you forbid me my 
diſqualifying Speeches, which were real, no more of 
your filver Locks which are imaginary. 


For, you are old in nothing but in Fame. 
And believe me, 


Not envious Time can work a Change in thee, 
To make you ſeem indiff 'rent to me, 
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Men . fay, SOL W + i 
you will permit me I will tell you, by that Rule, 


you thay; with a great deal of 'Safety correſpond 
with me. But Women of Wit, I own, are fome- 
thing dangerous to converſe with. Tis like a filly 
Fly fluttering about a Honey-pot, and when he at- 
tempts to taſte, is loſt in the Sweets. 155 


It pleaſes me to think I ape be. ao dots 
Moon, and I hope to diſlocate that old Robber, 
who ſo long has had a Seat in the Middle of your 
Orb *. But as I have no Chance of procuring any 
„ -- a nnd 
of the Noon · 5 "ii 


Deſcend, 1 beg, let i = Pop 
And bleſs me in the lucid Moon, 


To be as near to you, I'm willing, 
As Will and Mary on a Shilling, 


As to your fallible Part, dle you had ſuch, can 
you. be aſham'd to imitate the Arcadien Ladies, 


Who taught 1 us firſt to * and love? 
© The ſprightly Sylvia trips along the Green, 
© She runs, yet hopes ſhe does not run unſeen, 
While à kind Glance at her Purſuer flies, 
How much at Variance are her Feet and Eyes? 


Pope's Pauftorah. 


* Ang n., Nibilour dar TI Man in 
the Moon. 
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| You tell vety prettily, that you are Proof againſt 
every Charm but that of Verſe ; why then if magick 
Numbers, : 


Such as warble to thy String, 

You wou'd have Endymion ing ; 

Then I, alas! can lay no Claim, 

To the Virtues of that Name. 

But, O! that I for once was made, 
The reigning Monarch of the Shade, 

Tho! toſs'd by ev'ry rolling Motion, | 

And govern'd by thee, like the Ocean. 


L was infinitely delighted with the Character of 
Sophrania, the Daughter of Ariſtippus, a Philoſopher 
of Athens, which I read the other Day. The Au- 
thor fays, © She had Learning without Affectation; 
Religion (ſuch as the Times afforded) without Su- 
« perſlition ; and Merit without being conſcious of it. 


dhe ſeem'd by her Humility and Modeſty to forget 


* ſhe was the moſt accompliſh'd of her Sex, and, ſa- 
* tisfy'd with her own Knowledge, ſhe never endea- 
© your'd to ſhew how far ſhe cou'd ſoar above the 
the Reach of ordinary Capacities, If ſhe ſome- 
times diſplay'd her admirable Talents, her Aim 


was either to entertain, or give a dazling Luſtre 


* to the Merits of her Friends. She found her own - 
* Sex ſo fall of Levity and Scandal, that ſhe kept 
but a few of them Company, and you may be ſure 
* ſhe was envy id, and, if poſlible bely'd by all the 
* reſt,” 
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Such is Letitia, ſuch is her Renown, 

Whom ſprightly Wit, and happy Talents crown. 
Let envy then, with jealous Leer malign 

Each Act and Thought of lovely Euphreſine, 
All Foes contemn, ignore the hateful Breed, 
You, like the File, can make the Serpent bleed. 


You'll excuſe,” I hope, my Ambition in attempting 
to ſay any thing in your Favour : But you remember 
Witcherly tells Mr. Pope of a Spaniſh Lady, who 
told a poor Poet once, That a Queen, if ſhe con- 
* ferr'> a Favour on a Groom, wou'd expect ſome 
Mark of his Kindneſs, tho' it were but his Cur- 
* ry-comb.*” You honour me very much by ſeeming 
to like my Poem : But as a great Poet obſerves, People 
© of Senſe deal with Scriblers as they do with incurable 
* Mad-men, give them their own Way, for they know 
C *tis as hard to make a be-mus'd Fool throw away 
his Pen, as tis to make a Woman of the Town 

* grow honeſt.” I know not what to ſay concerning 
your inſerting my —— in the — except I'd bid 
you put it in the firſt ——, as Merchants firſt 
ſhew an indifferent Piece of Cloth to enhance the 
Value of the reſt; or, as a Gentleman in England is 
ſaid to have always a Dwarf at his Elbow to make 
_ himſelf look tall. But I am ſure you have no Occa- 
fion for any Management of this Sort. My Lord 
's Manner of ſhewing his Bounty to you, was 
perſeclly genteel. I have always heard Generoſity 
to he his Lordſhip's Characteriſtick. | 
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mn is a Folly to tell you what I wou'd do if I 
had his Fortune, ſince *tis ſaid that Weakneſs and In- 
ability are ever ready to promiſe what Health and 
Power perhaps wou'd diſavow. But if I wou'd pro- 
d. miſe, on that Account, mighty Things, when bleſs'd 
with the Means, I'd be a Proof of the Falſhood of 
that Aſſertion. 1 muſt now conclude with letting you 
know, in your own Way, 'is almoſt dark. 


»The Ev'ning cools with feebler Rays the Air, 
© The Steer reſigns his Yoke, the Hind his Care, 
The Clouds aloft with golden Edgings glow, 
And falling Dews refreſh the Flow'rs below, 
The Bat, with ſooty Wings, flies thro the + 
Grove, 
The Reeds ſcarce ruſtle or the Aſpine move, 
And all the feather'd Folks forbear their Lays 


of Love. 
Dryden. 


1 remain, MA DAM, 
Tour devoted Servant, 


BERNARD CLARKE. 


P. S. I am obliged to you for recommending ſe 
agreeable a Companion to me, as Mr. Travers, and 
I find him what you repreſented him to be: He is 
a modeſt Man and a good Scholar, and ſeems to 
have more Wit and hoe de than moſt of the 


1 plodding 
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88 
plodding Mathematicians I have been acquainted 
with, My Endeavours to ſerve him ſhall not be 
wanting. My Friend is very fond of him ; 
your Health is drank very often in this Neighbour- 
hood. If you be more ſparing in your Invectives, 
be aſſured you'll have the more Friends. 


SIX, 
Was almoſt afraid you dropp'd your Correſpon- 
dence with me, but I was agreeably convinc'd 
of the contrary, by your kind Pacquet. How can 
you find in your Heart to add to my Vanity by your 
Praiſe, when I have already aſſur'd you I am natu- 
rally conceited, Well, well, let the Sin lie at 
your Door, and repent for us both at idle Times, 
as you may; for I have too much Vivacity to think 
of Sack-cloth and Aſhes, Marry, if 1 do, repeat, it 
ſhall be in Fa/aff's Manner; In new Silk and old 


= * Sack, like a merry Body as I am,” 


I am extremely obliged to you whenever I read 
your vou had no Oceaſion to ſend me any 


Money. Believe me, if IJ had a Fortune I wou'd 


much ſooner add to yours than diminiſh it: From 
the Rich PI! take Gold, and Poetry from Poets. 


, You faid, in ſome of your Letters, I wou'd make 
vou fall in Love with myſelf, or your own imagi- 
nary Perfections; why, to own the Truth, I am a 
mere old Coquett, and ſpread my Snares for Men of 

Senſe ; 
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Senſe ; a Fool is no Game for me: Who wou'd 
waſte Powder and Shot on a Crow or a Jack daw. 


O the Delight of tyrannizing over a Man of Wit! 
"till I make 


Him now bleſs me, and now curſe my Sway, 

By Turns averſe, and joyful to obey, 

And own the potent God's reſiſtleſs Dart, 

The piercing Pleaſure the extatick Smart, 

And heav'nly Poiſon, thrilling through the 
Heart. 


And, alas! perhaps, when he's moſt ſure of me, 
to put on a grave cold Look, and wonder what he 
means. How do you like me now? You know a 
Crowd of Captives ſwells the Victor's Triumph; 
yet I will not be ſo cruel as to make you grace 
my Chariot wheels. No, no, if ever I have one, of 
which at preſent I ſee no Likelihood, I'll ſhew the 
World a Prodigy; one Poet ſhall take another into 
that eaſy, lazy Machine. 


Lord, how my Pen runs on! I muſt clipp off the 
Feathers, or verily they will fly away with my Wit, 


which is ſo fmall, that a Hazel Nut might contain it, 


and a Team of Attomies draw it ; to prevent 

diſmal Loſs to the Literati, I think I muſt conclude, 
with aſſuring you I am, after all my Flights, with * 
rious Truth, 


SIR, 
Dar afſured Friend, 
| and obliged humble Servant. 


7. 5. 1 


P. S. I am glad you like my favourite Lord, 
who is none of thoſe, 


Who owe their Virtue to their Stations, 
Or Characters to Dedications, 


But a humane lovely Gentleman, form'd in the 
9 of Nature. 


2 


MADAM, | 
OUR laſt Letter came to me at a Time when 
nothing but an Account from you could pleaſe 


me. 


1 received a Letter the other Day, which inform'd 
me of my only Siſter's falling into a Delirium; in 
that melancholy Condition ſhe has been for ſome time 
paſt. 'Her Huſband, who is a young Man, highly 
to be eſteemed, leaves no Stone unturn'd to relieve 
her. His great Care -and Tenderneſs of her is very 
remarkable ; nothing can make the Thoughts of her 
Indiſpoſition tolerable to me, but that ſhe is in the 
Hands of the tendereſt Mother, and the beſt of Huſ- 


I have often ſeen a Gentleman kiſs a Lady's 
Lap-dog ; this as the Poet ſays is a Preliminary to 
the Lady's Lips: - Don't be diſpleas'd, * really I 
Ekiſs d your Letter. | 


be- 
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J believe, Cynthia, you were in one of your ſub- 
lunary Fits when you writ your laſt Letter to me. You 
talk of tyranizing : I know but one Method you can 
take to puniſh me, and that is by Silence. 


You talk of putting on a cold grave Look, yet my 
Deſire of ſeeing you increaſes ſo much every Day, 
that I believe I muſt quit my Colours before Chrift- 
maſs : And, inſtead of the Chariot you mention, if 
you ſend your Pegaſus for me, Bellerophon-like, I'll 
mount him, tho” I am certain he'd run away with 
me ; where cou'd he carry me but to you. 


There's Helicon, where e' er you dwell, 
And Joys that ev'ry Care expel. 


You fay you muſt clip the Feathers off your Pen, 
I can ſee no Occafion while you ſupport ſo juſt an 
Equilibrium between Wit and Senſe, 


But indeed I may ſay my Pen runs a little, or very 
much too faſt, as Beaſts of Burden make moſt Haſte, 
the leſs Load they carry.—— ! ſhan't fail in a Stroke 
from Fa/faff, ſince you put me in mind of him; ſo, 
with a little Alteration, I may ſay, I am a Gentle- 
man of the Shade, a Minion of the Moon, and go- 
vern'd by the Ocean. Now, after all thoſe Figures, 
believe, whenever I ſee you, I'll acknowledge the 
greateſt human Happineſs does not conſiſt in Hope. 


I am an Enemy to Love upon no other Footing, 
than that too often it is irregular. The Abbe de Se. 
Rea! 
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Real . prudence and Love were never made for 
© one another; as Love increaſes, Prudence diminiſhes, 
1 ee eee 
* fy all that follow.” 


Sometime ago I ſat down in order to correct a 
Poem, which I deſigned for your Peruſal, when, after 
ſome time, the following Story occur'd to me. * Mr. 

© Pope, coming one Night from a Gentleman's Houle, 
| 7 call'd a Boy to light him Home ; when he came to 
© his own Door he gave the Boy ſome ſmall Matter 
< 5 for his Pains, the Lad ſeem' d diſſatisfy'd and apply d 
23 = for more. Mr. Pope (as it was a uſual Word with 
| him) cried out, God mend me Boy! I gave 
« you very ſufficient, ”” The Boy deſpairing to get 
© any more, ſays,” God mend you Sir! Gad he had 
better make Six than mend you.. Mr. Pope lik d 
© the Boys Humour, knowing he ſmoak'd his Hump- 

C 3 turn d about, and gave him a Shilling.“ 


| I will now reward your Patience, and conclude 
Vith affuring you, That, 


1 an, MADAM, 


Your moſt fincerely devoted Servas'. 


" The End of the Second Nu MR ER. 


— 
— — - 
— 


{ The Letters to be continued. ] 


S IX, 
H O' it is not common to de- 
dicate to young Maſters of your 
Age, yet there are ſo many Perſec- 
tions which ſeem to ſhew ſo early a 
Dawn in you, I was deſirous ta in- 
ſcribe thoſe Two laſt Numbers of my 
: G Works 


DEDICATION. 
Works to you. Thus you may ſee 
the Promiſes you give the World of 
your being a great and good Man, in- 
duced a Perſon exhibiting his Thoughts 
to the Publick to commit Part of his 
Labours under the SanCtion of your 
Name. | 


* YOUR future Virtue and Abili- 
ties, I doubt not, will intitle you to 

the Campliments of the greateſt Pen; 
and, indeed, it is ſcarce. poſſible you 

can fail in Point of Virtue and true 
No bility, who art under the circum- 
ſpect Eyes of Parents ſo remarkable 
| for both. 


"YOU me, Sir, quite remote from 
even the Appearance of any Thing 
like' Vice, to which, I am certain, 
you'll: be à perfect Stranger, whilſt 
under their Care, and when Manhood 
bringe you in the View of the vari- 


ous 


5 


DEDICATION. 
aus Scenes of Life, the good Ef- 
fects of thoſe virtuous Principles, ſo 


early inſtill'd in you, will, I hope, 
ſhing forth wich diſtipgyidh'd Gtacr. 


M AY you ſtill proceed to indulge 
our grateful and earneſt ExpeCtati- 
ons of your future Promotion in Vir- 
tue and Honour, by giving freſh Proofs 
of your excellent Diſpoſition every 


Day. 


MAY you have Learning and eve- 
ry other Accompliſhmont to make you 
an Honour to your illuſtrious Line- 
age, and an Ornament to our Coun- 
try, here your noble Father is fo 
juſtly, and univerſally admir'd. 


MAY your Practice of every Vir- 
tue reward her Ladyſhip's Care of you, 
and correſpond with the Example and 
Leſſons of Marality and true Honour 

- ng | her 


$ 


DEDICATION: 
| her Lady ſhip & often ne before 
You, # a5 <# | as a 0 TI. | 


WHICH is the grateful Witty aid 
earneſt Prayer of, 


Wa „ 


f | Your moſt humble, 1 1 
moft obedient, wy 
I. 7 4 and drooted Servant 


Bernard Clarke, 
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SIR, 
HALL I begin in a bombaſt Strain 20 _ 
out | 


Ye Gods! annihilate but Time and Space, to bring 
two Friends W 


A modeſt Sopplication | or tell you in homely 
Style, I heartily long to ſee my agreeable Correſ- 
pondent. And as hard as you ſaid you were on me, 
to ſhew myſelf generous, I freely for gre you. 


But you miſtake in imagining T love the Town; 
Did ever any muſe-like Creature affect N oiſe and Bu- 


ſineſs, both which are wy Fate ? | 


O let me in the ** range 5 
Tis here we breathe ; *tis here we live; YN : 5 0 
© The beauteous Scene of aged Mountains, 
Smiling Valleys, murmuring Fountains, 

* Lambs in flow'ry Paſtures bleating, 

* Eccho our Complaints repeating, 

* Bees with buſy Sounds delighting, 
Groves to gentle Sleep inviting, . © 
© Birds in chearful Notes, expreſſing 
Nature's Bounty, and their Bleſſing. 


* Theſe afford a laſting Pleaſure, 1 
Without Guilt, and without Meaſure.” 


+ F . * 
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If you'd propoſe to give me ſuch a Hodſe and 


Garden us I ſhall deſetibe, you ſhall ſoon. be convinte'd | 
J won't. ſtop my Noſe at a Bank of Violets crown d; 


or when the Cowſlip rears her velvet Head, * re- 
Siet the Riaking Keandls of Dublin. — 


I want from you a little rural Cell, 


| With Room ehough fot me, and Peace to dwell, 


Next, pray, beſtow on me a Garden, 
Where one poor Mouſe would fare-but hard i in: 
Thus let's compute the Space that's in't, 

A Snail goes round it in a Minute. 


For, being myſelf but a Minim in the Works of 
Nature, I dare not make large Requeſts. 


Now, as you fay I depreciate myſelf by il. farour d 


PiQures I have ſent you, I can only ſay, that ſince 


you began to praiſe me, I have crept in Favour with 
myſelf ; for you, no doubt, perceive, mf] I cannot 
myſelf, to be a maryellous proper Woman 


I defign to entertain a Score or two of Tire- 
women, and ſtudy Faſhions to adorn my Body, but 
that will be expentive, too too expenlive for me, 


But TII ſearch out ſome flow'ry . 


Or Wan the Snake caſts her md ſkin, 
Weed wide enough to wrap in. 


Don't 
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Don't you really think me « little Mad; nay, if 
you do, I care not; I fancy my Endymicn is a little 
Enthuſiaſtick too. Ay, but remember what my Lord 
Shafiſbury ſays, © 'Tis to that we owe the true 8 Gab 
e I, ther in Painting or n 


1 


I tell you incendy I r for Poſt tay, 4 if 1 
have not a Letter from you, I give you in my Mind 
| a bad Wiſh, find Fault with every Thing about me, 
and be as ill-temper'd as if I were a Lady of the 
firſt Quality. 


Well, you know Mr. Pope in his Ehay on Man, 
(which by the by, is only Lord Shaft/bury's — 
ter d Harmony cram p'd) ſays, 


© Whatever is, is right ;? fo Waller, and all we 
know, | | 19 3220 


Od what the Bleſſed do above, 
Is that they ſing, and that they love: 


I wiſh to Heaven you were to paſs one Day with 
me, and then I am certain you wou'd be convinc'd I 
am really unhappy. My-——is 2 Quaker, his Wife a 
Papiſt, his Son a Fool, and his Daughter a . Had 
I, my dear Benefactor, Cibber's comic Genius, I 
might make an Audience (low as they are} laugh at 
them, when Ar ifopbanes cou'd do it with his Chorus 
of Frogs. 


Coax, Coax, Ceax.. 


G 4 Now, 


i 
bo 
„ 
1 
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„Now, you fee- 4 little Learning is a dangerous 


Thing, for I dont underſtand Greek: Characters; fo 


„eee 9 n 
a 9-0 | 


* 
1 os 


I am raped, fo muſt bid you Farewe), tho 
442; 10g Wha . 0 | 
1 #1 WA 


. Ton, 3 SIR, | 
ta, W 42.4. 42 2:2" Your moſt devoted Servant. 
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MADAM, 


1 Read your laſt Letter with uſual Delight. I can't 


but ſmile to think if thoſe Letters by any Acci. 
dent or other ſhould be publiſhed, what an odd Fi- 
gure they wou'd make. You have naturally a ſingu- 
lar Turn of Thought and Expreſſion, and a ney 
Taſte in chequering Proſe with Rhyme. .. 


I, who never dealt in that Way of Writirg, am 
flriving to imitate your Manner, but with what Suc- 
ceſs I am aſnamed to think. Every Letter you ſend 
ow a Rats to wy Tnabilties T3 1 


2 1 apt. to. think there are 3 great many Men 
in the World, if they were to read our Correſpon- 
dence, wou'd have the ſame Opinion of us, two Cum- 
berland Farmers had of the Actors in Drury-Lane. 
VT two Farmers, it . were deſirous to hear 

thoſe 


EE u nn 8 5 4 
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thoſe Plays the ſine Folken go to ſee, they went to 
the Theatre; it happen'd the firſt Scene was ſome 
what advanc'd before they came in; they found the 
Actors in high Diſcourſe, whereupon one of them ſaid 
to the other, Tom, we had e'en/as well go home, 
© thoſe fine Folken are —_— about their own 
5 Affairs. 


It: eee X 


Same People have, — "Notion, of Epiſtolary Writ- 
ing, cat what is urged by Neceſſiy of Buſineſs. 


Vou and I can hold a Correſpondence without the 
leaſt Appearance of what the World call Buſineſs ; 
however, I am fond to think, there are ſome Readers 
who wou'd; be entertain'd by Letters of this Kind. 


It is impoſſible to West all Readers and for one 
who writes ill, * judge wrong. 


Some wou'd-be-Criticks, are ſo unreaſonable as to 
expect every Man who ventures his Thoughts in 
Publick, ſhou'd be an abſolute Original. This few, if 
any of the Moderns can boaſt of, I believe Swift 
excell'd more as an original Writer than any of the 
Moderns ; tho' he has been in ſome Meaſure indebt- 
ed to Butler, Cervantes, and Rabelais. 


I am acquainted with a young Lady who has 
as many ſhining Accompliſhments, as Woman can 
poſſeſs. There is ſomething ſo particularly ſtriking 
and agreeable i in her, that ſhe is admir'd as often as 


* Mi; L. O More. 
-ſeen. * 
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| ſeem, I ever thought, and dv now think, ſbe 
cou'd make a * happy under any Circumſtances 
whatſoever. 


Tho' I was moſt baue to draw * Picture, 
I cou'd not avoid attempting it. 


Accordingly I writ a Panegyrick upon her, the Af. 
fair was done with ſome Expedition ; it happened to 
fall into a Gentleman's Hands, who paid me a great 
Compliment, by ſaying it was copied from Dr, 
Swift's Biddy Floyd : However, to acquit thyſelf 
of the Plagiary, I read the Doctor's Paneyyrick, 
and was pleas'd to find I hit upon a Plan not unlike 
his; and at the fame Time, he muft ſtrain the Mat. 
ter to an intolerable Extremity who cou'd take upon 
him to accuſe me of kin, 


J find by your Choice of a Quotation upon the 
Country, you are no Enemy to a rural Life, Vour 
Petition, I own, is very modeſt, but there is ſome- 
thing (pardon the Expreſſion), of a malignant Plea- 
ure in it, — you wou'd immure yourſelf in a Mouſe- 
trap to debar the World of the Pleaſure of yoar Con- 
verſation. Part of your Acquaintance juſtly deferve 
that Puniſhment, but why ſhou'd you exclude ä 


i * | 


No, no, I will plate you in a ſpacious Palace on 


'Y 1 . mm Imminence, where you may better diſpenſe your 


friendly Light, you ſhall have convenient Rooms to 


a Ky EN A „ 
E . entertain your Friends. There you may improve 


by XY "the. Humble, and delight the Witty. 


Your 
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Your Garden fhall de decor ated by Art and Na- 
ture; full of bloothing Flowers, Emblems of your 
Wit. It ſhall be near Rocks, pendent over 2 
ine River, where, on à Summer's Day, ſporting 
Fim with pearly Scales ſhall dazzle che Sight by 
the Reflexion of the San. Behind your Palace, at 2 
proper Diſtance, there ſhall be a finiſhed Wilder- 
neſs, here and there well rang'd Groves, where Birds 
of every Kind ſhall tune their warbling ran 
TI a tuneful Aſſembly of Love. 


Two vaſt towering Hills ſhall add to the Magnifi- 
cence of the Proſpect, through which large Viſto's 
are cut to give an uninterrupted View of the neigh- 
bouring Plains. | 


Sincerity ſhalt be the Porter at your Gate, who 


will have that diſcerning Knowledge to exclude your 
Enemies; your Maſter of the Ceremonies ſhall be 
Virtue, who will admit none but his Friends to your 


Apartment. The Superintendent over your Micro- 


Family ſhall be Prudence; you will have ſeveral in- 
ferior Officers, ſuch as Moderation, Temperance, Oe- 
conomy, c. who will faithfully diſcharge their re- 
ſpective Offices. The Goddeſs Plenty ſhall ſtand on a 
Pilaſter in your Hall, round which ſhall be inſcrib'd 
* plino, Copia Cornu. 
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As to your 3 you muſt have no mo- 
dern Waiting women. Virtue, Diſcretion, and De- 
cency ſhall dreſs you every Morning; and if you don't 
willingly diſconcert yourſelf, you may continue in 
the ſame Order all Day. You ſhall have a ſufficient 
Troop of | Rofierucian Guardians to protect every Fea- 
ture. Your Ears ſhall be anointed with a Noftrum, chi- 
mically prepar'd to diſſect Sounds, diſappoint Flattery, 
and diſcountenance Vice, if any a elude the Cir- 
cumſpection of your Guards. 


Now, Madam, how * you like this Situation, 
you ſay you are a little Mad, you think I am ſo 
too. Now I ſuppoſe you will ſwear it, after my 
pompous Promiſes. 


Lord, what a Revery I'm in! you forgave me 
once; God knows how I will come off now! How- 


ever, any thing before Silence. 


Mi 
tr. 0 


Von are likely to be peevith, you ſay, why, Ma- 
dam, . that's a. Prerogative allow'd to * and in 
ſuch. alone tolerable. | 3 | 


I Hike your Hint of Bags: 1. po Man, which 
has put me on the following diminutive Lines : 


The Bleſs'd above 
Still ſing and love; 
Let us below, 


D Since that we know, 
© 
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| Of what's done there, 
In that high Sphere, Tt 
With Joy ſing too, 
As Lovers do. 


I can't think you an Object of Pity, with Re- 
card to Lodgings ; you, who deal ſo much in Va- 
riety, ſhould not be dif pleas'd with it. 


You ade Greek I find; conſult Rhetorick, 


and you will ſee a modern Writer of ſome Humour 
requires Onomatopoeia to ſupport his 3 of | 
Drums, as well as aer 


I muſt conclude with aſſuring you, that I am in 
all — * Modes of Speech, 


M ADA M. 
Tour perfeBly dend Servant, = 
1 BZA NARD CLARKE. 
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The End of the Epiftolary Correſpondence. 


4 SONG. 
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C OM E. blooming Ro/e, for withont thee, 


What Pleaſure have the Fields for me ? 
Tho' Nature decks the fragrant Green, 
I; can't delight where you're not ſcen ; 
Nor can the Nymphs on Holiday, 
With Garlands round the Queen of May, 
Sooth, or beguile poor Strephens Pain, 
„ ſweet Roſe tranſports the Plain. 


et WM <> 
Come, lovely Roſe, aſſume your Crook, 
Let's drive our Flocks to yonder Brook ; 
There let our ſportive Lambkins play, 


And there let's love the live long Day. 


Hark I how the Birds on ev'ry Tree, 
Do tune their warbling Throats for thee ; 


And while from Spray, to Spray, they move, 
They ſing, © Sweet Roſe, you ought to love. 


| „ 

Thee, in che unfrequented Grove, 
Thee, in a Deſart, I cou'd love; 
The lonely Waſte, or ſultry Glade, 

With thee exceed the flow'ry Mead. 


4 SONG. , Roſalind. 
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With thee all Seaſons, Pleaſure bring, 
With thee alone there's endleſs Spring ; 
Then come, ſweet Roſe, whence this Delay ? 
When Love commands, you ſhou'd obey. 


—— 


— 


On an Old Lady, at the Requeſt of an 
Old Gentleman, 


HEN * Sylvia firſt with Wonder I ſurvey d, 

Kind Heav'n ! what Charms then bleſs'd that 
happy Maid, | 
Love's Empire on her balmy Lip was plac d, 
And pleaſing Smiles her infant Sweetneſs grae'd. 


Now, tho' ſhe's old, and all her Bloom decay'd, 
She's yet delightful, as when firſt a Maid ; 
Tho' Syzvia's Eyes can't now ſoft Paſſions move, 
Her Virtue claims @ far more laſting Love. 
Such Virtues pleafe, tho' Beauty ſhines no more, 
And thoſe who lov'd you young, now old muſt ſurg 


* Mzs. Moore. 
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A PROLOGUE 0 Julius Cæſu, 

which was acted by Mr. Clarke's 

Scholars at Navan, in the County 
of Meath, 


RY 


Spoken by a Boy of Eight Years old. 


W raſn, I fear, we have preſum'd today, 
To entertain you, Ladies, with a Play, 

Since Inexperience, and the want of Age, 

Make us, as yet, unfit for tragic Rage ; | 

For warlike Hoarſeneſs, and the manly Frown, 

Of ſtorming Heroes, we muſt frankly own, 

Our Voices too, too fine, our erer yet un- 0 

blown. 

Truncheons, and Swords, the dreadful Fomp of Was, 
Will too majeſtick i in our Hands appear, 
Whom, with a fitter Grace, the Top imploys, 

Arms are for Men, and we, you ſee, are Boys. 
However, fince the bold Attempt, we dare, 

Sure boldly to attempt, deſerves the Fair; 

Each, in his Part, will do the beſt he can, 

And each cou'd do no more, were he a Man. 


A State diſturb'd, h- immortal Bard eſſays, 

And all it's Horrors to your View diſplays, 

Deſcribes a Commonwealth's avenging Hate, 

And paints yon Cezfer's Figure drawn in State, 

Thro' 


Ys 


T1209] 
Thro' mournful Scenes, conveys a deep Diſtreſs, 
And ſhews that Tyranny deſerves no leſs. 


Expect no coſtly Pomp, no glaring Show, 
To ſtain the dark Magnificence of Woe ; * 
No 'other Sight ſhou'd be preſented here, 
Except the decent Tribute of a Tear. 


To you then; Ladies, for Applauſe we ſue, 
The Men of Senſe, we're ſure, will join with you, 
If you with Smiles, our early Labours crown, 
Whoſe Faces, fure, were never made to frown. 

In Time we'll act in ſuch a moving Strain, o 
We'll make you feel, what now we only feign. 

We ſcorn the Hiſs, th' ignoble Cenfarer makes; 

For Hiſſers oft” prove Geeſe, as well as Snakes. 
Silent we own, we can deferve no Praiſe 

But, O, rob not the Poet of his Bays ! 

The Muſe, at leaft, ſhou'd pleaſe, and that ſhe may, 
We beg you'll mark not how, but what we ſay. 


[#1 * 


An EPILOGUE ſpoken by @ young Lady, 

in Favour of Mr. Clarke's Scholars, 
who acted the 7 ragedy of Julius 
cn 


O V tender Fair, foft Nature now bewail, 
And ſhew kind Pity at a mournful Tale, 
If e'er romantic Heroes mov'd your Cares, 
If &'er feign'd Grief has caus'd your pious Tears, 
H 


Ir 
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If thoſe falſe Shows cou'd move Regard in you, | 
O have a tender Pity for the toe ! 


The Caſe is this, the Boys 8 play d the Parts 
Of dauntleſs Heroes, have quite loſt their Hearts; 
And he who did great Cz/ar's Fate bemoan, 

Is now in doleful Dumps about his own. 
And god - like Cæſar, who was murder'd here, 
Is almoſt ſlaughter'd o er · again with Fear. 


; What Dunces they ! to be ſo much diſmay'd, 
And learn no better from the Parts they play'd. 
Alas ! 1 told the poor faint-hearted Noddies, 
The Brave, and not the Coward, win the Ladies: 
And fince they dread, in their own Cauſe t' appears 
I think *tis fitter I the Buckler wear. | 
But fince I'm ſent your Favour to obtain, 
Let not a Virgin ſue, and ſue in vain, 
Altho' their Actions cramp the Poets Lays, 
That they intended well, deſerves ſome Praiſe. 
So vain are Lads, tho Praiſe is empty Noiſe, 
"Twill fill their drooping Souls brimful of Joys; 
Then to our young Performers now be kind, 
Send them Home fill'd with Praiſe, ſince that's but 
Wal,. 
Praiſe es tho' yet there was but little Cauſe, 
You know there's nothing cheaper than Applauſe. 
And Ladies be aſſur'd of this, that then, 
They'll make you all Amends, when they are Men. 


The 
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The Curate's PETITION 70 à certain 


Country Knight. 


| Worthy Sir, but deign your Ear, 

To us who feel Life's Burden here, 
Since you are gone to take your Seat, 
Among the Fathers of the Sjate, 


Your hoſpitable Board, you know, 
Was crown'd with Plenty more than Show, 
In Neatneſs plain, ftill adequate, 

You fed us, but with eaſy State. 

You gave us Wine to chear the Heart, 
And give new Life to ev'ry Part ; 

But now, alas! unhappy Wretches, 

I fear we ſoon muſt go on Crutches. 
Thy Threſhold feels the cloſe Embrace 
Of kindred Door, a mournful Caſe, 

To thoſe, whoſe down-caſt Looks declare 
The pungent Loſs of ſumptuous Fare : 
Yet ſome, I own, are worſe than others, 
Whoſe meagre Face their Grief diſcovers, 


| Thoſe ne'er refus'd. your friendly Summons, 


They lik'd your Company, and Commons, 


With Chat to pleaſe you, ſeem'd their Care, 


For t'other Bottle, laid a Snare, 
A Prieſt himſelf, we find, can drink, 
If to the coſt of others Chink ; 
Whate'er you ſaid, they all approv'd, 
What you diſlik d, no Party mov'd 
H 2 


F: 2 

They rail'a at Lucas, *cauſe they knew, 
He neyer had a Friend in you, 

The Giant-Queller dare not praiſe, 

For well they knew you hate ſuch Plays, 


With ſly Aſſent, they all ſubmit 
To thee, their Atbiter of Wit. 


Poor M—k, no more thy Beef can boaſt, 
Leſs like himſelf, than Ham/er's Ghoſt, 
If Williams comes with Sword or Gun, 
Like Broglio, where can 8 — run: 
Jo every Evil left a Prey, . 
And Stakes! the Banquet of the Day. 

Next, Sir, you know religious Ws. 
-Who thinks it is a Crime to marry, 

A Prieft of the true Pilgrim- race, | | 
You'd read the Paſtor in his F ace; 

Yet he wou'd like a tiny Bit, 1 

And with your Worſhip dine and ſit; 
He drinks juſt to dilute his Clay, | by | 
And that without a Crime he may; 
But when your Bounty ſaid he muſt, 23 
He'd to another Bottle truſt | 
His Sanctity, without Diſguſt : | 
But now you're gone, a Loin 4 U 

Or ſtubble Goole, with ſcarce a Bit on, 

Is all his Banquet, all his Chear, bs 

His Drink ſome Peace-ſupporting Beer, 

No Falernian Wine, nor R Heniſb, 

His drooping Spirits to repleniſh, 

After Chillingaworth or Clarke, 
Flis Fire 23 to a Spark, 


| „ 


Tween 
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"Tween you and I, this Alteration 
Tries his Virtue, and Profeſſion ; 
For Prieſts, as rogutſh Laymen tell, 
Like other Folks, love to live well, 
They haunt the Tables of the Great, 


And give them Grace for ſake of Meat. | 


Of O I muſt ſomething ſay, 
And tell you how he ſpends Day. 
At Six he riſes, goes to Grange, 
And labours there, good Lord ! it's range [ 
T* extract from venerable Boge, 
Corn, where there nothing is but Logs, | 
And putrid Stuff in oozy Bed, | 
Whoſe fertile Qualities are dead; 
Yet gilded Hopes direct his Toil, 
To meliorate his barren Soil: 
Like Men who dream of Pots of Gold, 
And are by fond Deluſion fool'd. 
Yet this I'll own, Friend Off means, 
Exceeding well by all his Drains, 
And, in ſome Meaſure's Gainer by it ; 
He therefore ſays, he'll further try it. 
Your Purſe, Sir, if he cou'd command, 
Sure barren Rocks he'd turn to Land, 
And make his * Grange in azure Dye, 
Ev'n with your Honour's “ Fartagh vie. 
However, he contented lies, 
With his but moderate Supplies, | 
A thouſand Acres can explore 
To &ll his Barn, and ſwell his Store; 

#® The Name a Town, 


2 H z 


His 
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this Board contains, tho' it's not big, 

An eleemoſynary Pig, 

Sometimes cold Beef, or Pigeon-pye, 
For Credit of the Houſe lays by; 

So, if a hungry Curate ftrays, 

Like 1r;4 Poet's humming Lays, 

With him a Dinner he may get, 

And Punch, his flagging Muſe to whet ; 
'Theſe, with good Mead, and home-brew'd Beer, 
Make up the Bill of Of5's Fare. 

Yet this, alas! will never do, 

His Palate's ſo refin'd by you. 

When he's at Home, he thinks his Bread, 
No Mortal can put in his Head, 
His Beef is tough, his Poultry poor, 
Thus, Sir, he vilifies his Store; 

No Wine to toaſt the Church or King, 
Or quicken Fancy on the Wing; 

For Poets, if they have no Drink, 

Can never ſing, their Spirits fink ; 

Nay, to conclude, without a Jeſt, 

Poor Of} thinks, juſt like the reſt, 
That if you ſtay long in the City, 

They boldly muſt implore your Pity, 
And cry, (for ſure you know the Canon,) 
You're their Cauſa, fine qua non. 

F wou'd not thus unfold their Caſe, 

But, durum lum neceffitas. 

If you in Haſte do but come Home, 


To grace your hoſpitable Dome, x Ja 


Yo! 


4 
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Your Friends, I will be bold to ſay, 
For you (ſince tis their Trade) will pray. 


The CoqQueTTE, an ODE. 


J. 


RO UD Spire with inſulting Air, 
Regardleſs heard her Lover's Care, 
And glory'd in ſuch Fools, 
Once, tho' ſhe might her Beauty prize, 
Now Men thank Heaven ! are grown too wile, _ 
To be Demurrers Tools. | 


II. 


When Ems ſporting Smiles diſplay, 
Her Bloom as lovely as Queen May, 
The Laſs diſdains not courting, 
Then who wou'd take an old Coquette, 
Who's loſt her Beauty and her Wit, 
When Girls can love at Fourteen ? 


III. 


Let ſuch Coquettes, fraught with Deſign, 
And alh War- nibbler's mournful pine, 


H 4 While 
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While we with Freedom lag. 1 * For 
When they re Four - ſcore, they may have Fi ire Ah 
To ſtir in them an odd Deſire, 

Ev'n in that later Spring. 

a IV. HRS 78 J | | 
| hs 
Uſe them like Miſer's when grown poor, Se 
Whom we ſhou'd baniſh from our Door, H. 

And pitileſs upbraid, | A] 
While rich, their Souls cou'd ne'er diſpenſe, . T] 
To Mortals of their AMuence, _ 1 T 

Like Spira, when a Maid. * v 
—ͤ „QnKa — — — —— — 2 V 

= F iu | v 

A PASTORAL. 
1 


E N N het — PHAON, 


EN 


M Grief, dear Phaon, is e — 
My fav'rite Bird to Tim has fallin a Prey, 
No more will he, with gladſome Chirps invite, 
Or ſweetly ſooth poor Enna with Delight; 
Whilſt Jacob liv'd, all other Birds to ſing 
Might ceaſe, for he was Tranſport of the Spring. 
Well might I judge ſome Evil wou'd attend, 6 
My fav'rite Bird, my Lambkins, or my 4 


A Cat. 


[17] 
For Yeſterday did the hoarſe Ravens croak, 
Ah ! dreadful Bodeings, from yon trunky Oak. 


PHAoON. 


Your Loſs dear Emma, ſure can't be ſo great, 
As mine, my * Merlin, Willaday ! of late, 
Seiz'd him a Fit, I think *twas in his Head, 
He Ragger'd, trembl'd, and alas! he's dead, 
Ah! Merlin, oft” haſt thou ſurvey'd with me, 
The flow'ry Plains, my Flocks were kept by thee, 
Thy gameſome Tricks, wou'd oft thy Maſter pleaſe, 
When he beneath a Shade reclin'd at Eaſe; 
Eftſoons ſly Reynard nightly Schemes wou'd lay, 
My Ducks, my Geeſe, and Turkies to convey, 
Yet watchful Merlin, wou'd the Knave ſurpriſe, 
And quickly make the drowſy Village nſe. . 
Then grieve no more, dear Emma, ſince you ſee, 
I ſhare by far a greater Loſs than thee. 


Eu uA. 5 


Phaon, how can you think I'll longer hear, 
Thee Merlin to my tuneful Bird compare? 
Vour ſnarling Cur, an Enemy to Reſt, 
How can it riſe Emotions in thy Breaſt? 
Pray, tell me, if that blithſome Laſs was dead, 
For whom, from Town, you brought the * 
pbrcad, 


* 4 little Dog. . 
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Thus wou'd you mourn ? Don't tempt me more to 
tell ; 
T know the Laſs, and you know near the“ Well. 
But ſure, my Jacob, with his Liſps of Love, 
In ev'ry Heart, cou'd Admiration move, 
Spring without him, like Spring cannot appear, 
And fince he's dead tis Winter all the Year. 


The following Lines are humbly in- 
ſcribed to a diſtinguiſhed Patron of 
_ . bis Country. 


HEN Patriot Zeal firſt warms a human 
Breaſt, 


Where ſacred Honour and ws Virtue reſt, | 


Jt flows, but yet, like gently gliding Streams, 
Thrills on the Soul, and on the Reaſon beams, 


No turgid Rage, no ill directed Heat, 
Pointed by Envy, to malign the Great ; 
No ſecret View to ſtir unſettl'd Minds, 
Where ev'ry Change an eaſy Entrance finds : 


. Nowimos gui e rranſorrſa tuentibus hircis. 
Et quo, ſed faciles, nympbæ riſere Sacell. 
Virg. 


By 


By 
WI 
Soc 
W. 
0 
Ar 
It 
N 
A 
T 
80 
1 
A 
N 


4-4 vw A ed Wai 


11191 


By Means pacific gladly wou'd regain 
What Time and Pow'r determin'd to retain z 
Sooner than perplex, or diſunite the State, 
Wou'd bear one Breach not dangerouſly great, 
Open to View fair Liberty it draws, | 

And ſhews th' Extention of our wiſeſt Laws; 
It never prompts a giddy Crowd to riſe, 

Nor hints a Remedy, but what the Wiſe, 
And Good, muſt in their ſecret Thoughts approve, 
The genuine Dictates of true ſocial Love: 

So far it proves that we have Freedom ſtill, 
That it depends on Virtue, and our Will, 
And he who gives his Freedom to a Slave, 
Muſt hug his Chain, and be in Fact a Knave. 


Perfection, infinite bs, Pho or Men, 
In vain's ' attempted by the greateſt Pen ; 
But if the Virtuous, and the Wiſe we chuſe, 
Our Native Liberty we ſcarce can loſe. 
Too late, baſe Mortals bitterly relent, 
When they are ruin'd by their own Conſent. 


In thee, O worthy Patriot ! we trace, 
Thoſe Virtues ſhining with peculiar Grace; 
You ſhew, how Liberty may be compleat, 
And yet allow, it is already great; 

To Sects or Parties you are ſtill a Foe, 

Whoſe Thoughts of Liberty licentious grow ; 
Yet ſpurn the Man who cou'd preſent a Chain, 
To make lerne, which you love, complain. 


Ste Swift's Miſcellanies. 
The * 
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The Great you value, as they're good, and. wiſe, 
Slaves dignify'd, you virtuouſly deſpiſe : 

This is thy Portrait, and diſtinguiſh'd Fame, 

To ſhew the Man, requires not the Name, 

If Envy doubts what I have ſaid of you, 

Th' Original will prove the Copy true. 


The Muses PETITION to AroLTo, 


againſt B=d C—ke, 


Qualis videtur tibi Opera hee voci⸗ 22 
Phæd. 


O 4polle, or Phabur, or Father of Wit, 
Or whatever Title your Godſhip ans fit, 


To * call d, 


We, your Daughters, * the Maſes, with humble 
Submiſſion, 
In Duty preſent you our earneſt Partition. 


Which ſheweth, 


| That an Ae of late, os pretends to great F ame, 
Is publickly making great Uſe of our Name. 


* The Specimen ſhews whence it came from. 


7 In 
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In Poetry, / 


But as to his Name, all the World's. in the Dark ; 
But you, who know all Things, muſt know it is Ce, 
Who boldly advanc'd to our Houſes, as free as, | 
Our neareſt Acquaintance, and long'd much to ſee us. 


That we might inſpire *. 


Then with Pity, at laſt, thus far we did grant, 
To know at his Houſe, what he really did want; 
But the Cards he left for us were ſo unpolite, 


We ſtrongly ſuſpected the Man cou'd not write. 


Dame Dullneſs, his Houſe-keeper open'd the Door, 

But deny'd us Admiſſion, and ſolemnly ſwore, 

That there ſhe was Miſtreſs, for to let us in wou'd not 
venture, 

Left ſhe ſhou'd be diſplac'd, if we - ſhon'd but enter. 

Enrag'd to be treated ſo curſed uncivil, | 

We gave himſelf and his Houſe-keeper both to the 
D—— . 

Yet he, the faid Ce, not worth reprimanding, 

Makes ſtill an ill Uſe of our Names, notwithſtanding 3 

With Confidence tells, that we viſit him duly,” 

And aſſerts, that he drinks of our Helicon, truly 


Therefore we beg, in Commiſeration, 
The Premiſes read with Conſideration, - 


* With Whiſey, I preſame. ö 
: My, 1 preſi a 
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That our Caſe, as it may, be heartily pity'd ; 

For to the ſaid C—e, we ne'er were admitted. 
That your Sons, and the Readers, of whatever Claſs, 
From D—— to Brown, or the ſtupideſt Aſs, 
May. hereafter be certain, that we never wander'd, 
To pay him a Viſit, but once, and were hinder'd. 
And that the ſaid C—e, whom we do not well know, 
Who expoſes us all to Friend and to Foe, 
May be compell'd, this ſtupid Draw-Can-Sir, 

To put into Court a ſufficient full Anſwer ; 

Or, our Coſts and Damage be order'd to Pays 

For fland'ring us thus, 


And we'll ever goon: 


Be it ſo, ſays polls, and nodding his Head, 


To make ENT TOE: ponenng. 3 
And thus A : | I 
Says he, I have a long Speech to rehearſe, | Ir 
Long indeed, very long, in herock blank Verſe ; _ T 
Bat here, I muſt own, I am certainly wrong, 1 


In not changing the Ode to a Speech, or a Song, 
My Wit and my Parts, I there cou'd diſplay, 
And ſhame my Accuſers with pathetick Lay. | } 
But now it's no Matter, the Thing I'll not mind, 
Since I've left the Paper and Copy behind, 


Beſides, 


J have ſeveral Witneſſes, I hope you'll believe it, 
Who now are not preſent, I'll make Afﬀidavit, 


My 
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My Mother, and Houſe-keeper, I do not ſee here, 

My Brother Tom Ignorance does not appear here, 

My Siſter Stupidity, and Aunt Confidence, 

Without whoſe Afliſtance I can't make Defence; 

It is very well known, whatever I've ſaid, | 

Or any who have my fam'd Poems but read, 

That the Nine, like Ghe-Coppetien all kept a due 
Diſtance, 

And never once gave me the ſmalleſt Aſſiſtance, 

I put it upon them, to prove that I ſaid ſo, 

Or that any Mortal, has ever once read ſo. 

The, Muſes aftoniſh'd who. did not well + know him, 

Diſpatch'd away Mercury for his beſt Poem, 1885 

Which the Petitioners ſhou'd before hand have 
brought, 

But not knowing Law, the Thing had forgot. 

The fleet God had like alſo the thing to confound, 

On all Earth not one Serap of his Poetry's found, 

Till by Chance, on a P——e, his Poem appears, | 

Infipid, and pert, all up to the 4 Ears. : C 

The Poem being read, and prov'd to his Face, : | 

The Court then proceeded this Sentence to pals. | 


* The Meaning of thoſe two Lines, are too profound | 
for ordinary Capacities. | 
| 

| 


Þ+ This is a poor Rhyme tagg'd in, out of Neceſſity 
to Poem. 


t Quzre, Where are the Ears of 4 Poem? 


. 
— — H— 


Thou | 
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Thou bold Catiff, 3—4 if ever in 8 
In ſpight of my Daughters, you venture to chime, 
You ſhall ſtand with a Pitcher, condemn'd to our 
Spring, 
To fill for our Daughters, and Sons, who can ſing. 


I hops the Authors of this elaborate. Libel will 
ſummon. a Committee to return me the Thanks 
of their tremendous, and illuſtrious Body, for adding 
learn'd Annotations to their profound Lucubrations. 
If I was able to dip deeper in the Spirit of their Su- 
blime, I wou'd favour them with more Remarks; 
however, let them peruſe the firſt Poem of the next 
Number, and I will entertain them with a Haſh made 
of a Calf's Head and Afs's Brains. 


4 SS *Y * ”y 7 
" » 


s ſome cin pcs, 1 ſuppoſe 


The End of the Third Number. 


- 


F 
« 
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NU MB. IV. 
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* 


The Authors ANSWER, 7 the 
Muſes Petition 76 Apollo, againſt 
B—d C—ke, 


Ego te pariter timuiſſem, niſi rudentem audiviſſm. 
| Eſop. 


O the Writers of Grub-freet of whate' er Degree, 

Condition or Station, ſoever they be, n 
This Maxim I ſend, when they Criticks commence, 
To deal leſs in Envy, and more in good Senſe. 


But left, when you read it you ſhou'd make a Rout, 
In gueſſing the Author “, or finding him out, 
* Alluding te the following Line in the Petition. 
_ © But as to his Name, @c,—' 


I I will | 


[226] 


I will, in Compaſſion, as knowing your Brains 
Are bad at Conjecture, remit you the Pains; 
Then know it is C— 4e, whom you fain wou d 


abuſe, | 
With the toothleſs dull Rage of your proſtitute Muſe, 


= For which on Enquiry no Reaſon I find, 
But your baſe Diſpoſition of hating Mankind. 


Was I conſcious that any Miſcondu& in me, 
Deſerv'd evil Treatment to ſuch a Degree, 
Content I'd ſubmit, nor wou'd ever refuſe, 

The blackeſt Reproach of your Billing /gate Muſe ; g 
But ſince in my Pow'r, with Truth to aſſure, Ks 1 
I have no Way offended, why ſhou'd I endure | 
The ſtupid Aſfaults, which an Idiot may judge, 
The Dictates of Envy, Ill-nature and Grudge? 


PR ron o rr 


Shou'd Wit or good Verſe but eſſay to atone, 
For it's wanting of Truth, why the Thing might have 


| done ; 
But where neither Harmony, Reaſon nor Senſe, 


Connexion nor Osder, or Meaſure diſpenſe, 
With ſach Imperfection; for what can it pals, 
. 2 


3 Thoſe critical Drones, * with Malice ere 
; Inveigh againſt Reaſon, and prey upon Senſe, 
Who level their ill natur d Arrows at all, 

On the Wiſe, full as well as the Blockhead, they fall; 

On the Good, as the Bad, no Diſtinction they know. 

Promiſcuouſly ſnarling at Friend and at Foe ; 
Such fain I'd diſplay in a Simile fit, 

W the Muſe but aſſiſt me, Adzooks, it is hit l 


There's 


u 


There's a ad well known in the cots; 
Claſs, 

A Critick, I'm ſure, tho' we call it an As, 
A poſitive, ſelſiſh, and obſtinate Brute, 
Whom always we beſt with a Cudgel confute, 
Two prominent Ears ſprouting forth from his Head, 
Seem ready to ſwallow the Words that are faid ; 
But tho* never ſo many the Paſſage have found, 
For certain he makes nothing o'them but Sound; 
Which Sound ſo benumbs, and confuſes the Skull, 
The Creature ſeems penſive, concern d, and dull « - 
Philoſophers judge, that this ſtupid Effect 
Proceeds from the Brains, being plac'd indirect; 


From a wrong Diſpoſition in every Part, 
A Structure compil'd without Meaſare or Art. 


One diſſonant Noiſe it doth ever produce, 
Not very unlike to a Critick's Abaſe ; 
For that, and no other, the Creature ean yield; 7 
Tho' odious to every Beaſt of the Field. 
Not odious alone, for, as Ly informs, 
So greatly he ſometimes their Terror alarms, 
Confounded with Fear, tho there's nothing in Sig ht, 
All think that their Safety's beſt founded on Flight. | 
Tho' ye Gods! was the ſtupid dull Cauſe but reveal d, 
Which ſuddenly ſcreaming, ſo fiercely aſſail'd, 
Their daſtardly Nature, how could they betray, 
Or fly ? for, poor Creature! what can he but bray ? 
And ſure, the rude Accent, quite ſo unpolite, 
Shou'd rather our Laughter, than Terror excite. 


I 2 juſt 
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Juſt ſo in the Contraſt, I'll venture to ſay, 

You'll find the gull Criticks their Powers diſplay, 

Their Boſom with Malice, and Envy is fraught, 

Their Genius incapable, dull, and untaught; 

Their vile Inclinations invenom'd wou'd fall, 

With envious Reflexions, alike upon all; 

But Stupidity claſhing, denies to fulfil 

The hearty Requeſts of their villainous Will. 

Then loſt in Confuſion, the impotent Brain, 

With horrid Diſorder, and exquiſite Pain; 

Now, longer unable a Vent to refuſe, 

It's crude Indigeſtions abundantly ſpews, 0 

Such Matter as always moſt largely abounds, 
With pitiful Rancour, in diſſonant Sounds, 

With Malice, and Envy, III-nature and Pride, 
And Verſe that a Mevius himſelf might deride. 
Such were the Emeticks, I'm certain, that wrought, 
Thoſe wonderful Poets, and happily brought, 

Thoſe raviſhing Numbers, ſafe out'of the Dark, 

So commonly. call'd the whole Tryal of C——e. 
Such was thoſe poor Criticks! unhappy Condition, 

_ When teeming they brought forth the Muſes Pe- 


tition. 


But better, I'm certain, the Re Reader may judge, 
Of this bobtail Productior of Envy and Grudge ; 
When a Specimen's given of what was brought forth, 
Then, whilſt I repeat it, reflect on it's Worth. 
Some Part of its Beauties, I think is as free as, 
The next gliding gently is,——long'd much to ſee us, 
The third monſyllable Period is, my all, 
Harmoniouſly chiming to put off the Tryal. 


O, Phebus ! 


j 
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O, Phebus ! the Blunder I'd like to have made, 
Shou'd the Verſe of all Verſes, my Notice evade 
If not now detected, twou'd die in an Hour, 
And, for ever after, be out of my Power; 
Your Divinity's ſelf wou'd think, 'tis ſo fleet, 
The D alone cou'd exhibit ſuch Feet; 
It's ſwift as a Flood of Rain-water that flows, 
Through the rougheſt pav'd Gutter, obſerve how it 
oes : | 
There ſhe __ Miſtreſs, for to let us in avou'd not 
Venture ; 
O, Phzbus ! I wiſh thou we'rt bound by Indenture, 
To puniſh the Aſs who ſuch Poetry ſung, 
By fixing a Polipus faſt on his Tongue. 


Dame Dullueſi, high Epithet ! next ſhall reſound, - 
Their neareſt Acquaintance, ſo eaſieſt found, 
My Houſe-keeper ſhe, who politely refuſes, 
Admiſſion to grant to your Daughters, the Muſes, 
Declaring her Right, as you heard me rehearſe, — 
In the foregoing excellent Millibede Verſe. 7 
When brought on my Tryal, they make me declare, 
With plump Inconſiſtence, no Houſe. keeper there; 
Tho' a little before, by their open Confeſſion, 
I'm left in her real and quiet Poſſeſſion. 
They fay with Srupidity, ſtill more intenſe, 
That I, in her Abſence, cou'd make no Defence ; 
Which plainly implies, that the God wou'd admit 
Of Dullucſi ſuperior to Reaſon and Wit. 


T1 Each 
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Each Line, I am certain, wou'd furniſh new Matter, 
For Pity and Scorn, but ſated with Satire; 
The Theme I'll decline, till I ſhortly review, 
The chief of thoſe Inſects, who makes ſuch a-do. 


Then fay, little Ba uius, and tell me the Cauſe, 
That thee ! to the Writing of Poetry draws ? 
Is't already forgotten, my Friend, is it ſo ? 
| When by ſomebody's Orders, you furgly muſt 

know; 3 

You father d a Libel, then great were your Fears; 
Your Wit, tho' imputed, fhou'd coſt you your Ears. 
Is the Memory gone, my ſweet Pigmy of thy all, 
To uſe your own Phraſe, * depending on Tryal: 
Nay, even your Being itſelf, had not Power, 
Diſdain'd on ſo abje& a Creature to low'r. | 
Perhaps you may plead, that at firſt you refus'd, 
Tin his L——p inrag'd, when ſo faucily us'd, 
By a Creature- dependent, up. lifted his Cane, 
An Argument greatly too ftrong for your Brain; 
Crying Puppy, how dare you my Pleaſure oppoſe ? 
80 dubb'd you a Poet in Spight of your Noſe. 
Your Plea, I maſt own, might be readily believ'd, 
Was not the true Reaſon ſo eaſy perceiv'd; 
*T'was Int'reft that did it, and Vanity's Smoke, 
The * THING you ſubfiſt on, without any Joke: 
So, why ſhou'd we wonder to find thee retain, 5 
The cudgel'd Impreſfion, firſt wrought on thy Brain. 


* | A Place of 40 U, a Year. 
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On a LIBEL, being written again 
Mr, B— C—ke. 


| Mordear opproblis falfis, mutemgue colores ? 
| | Horace, 


N Night ſerene did you not mark 
How at the Moon the Dogs do bark? 

As Bawius lately did at Clarke, | 
IIl-natur'd Currs ! how fierce their Spight, 
For nought but that ſhe ſhines ſo bright, : 
They ſhew their Teeth, but cannot bite. 
With fooliſh Hope, as I ſurmiſe, 
To bring her down *cauſe they can't riſe, 
They burſt their Lungs, they ſuffer Pain, 
The Moon ſhines on, they bark in vain. 


Bad Criticks act juſt ſuch a Part, 
They lick the File, their Tongues do ſmart; 
They feel the Pain, their Blood they loſe, 
And think it from their Rival flows, 
A riſing Genius gives them Pain, 
Let him grow dull, they're well again. | 
This Truth's confeſs'd,- and prov'd, doth now lye 
From Dennis down, to pidling Cooley. 
I'm not C——#e's Flatterer, but his Friend, 
Some Faults he has, I'm ſure he'll mend. 
The worſt of Beings are of Uſe, 
Bad Critieks may ſome Good produce; 
| I 4 'An 
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An Aſs's browſing on a Vine, 

Firſt taught the jolly God of Wine, 

To prune the Branches, pinch the Shoot, 

Too much Luxuriance ſpoils the Fruit. 

Go on, young Bard, nor mind what News is 

Brought from Apollo, or the Muſes, | | 


By Fellows who juſt know as well 

What paſſes thers, as Boys who ſell 
' Faulkner's ſage Fournal, when they rattle 

Along the Streets, a bloody Battle! 

Know the Contents : Caitifs ne'er ſeen, 

At Helicon, or Hypocrene, 6 
Or near Parnaſu;' forky Summit, 2 

vet they cty News, as juſt come from it. 

of Tryals, Witneſſes, and Caſes, 

Ne'er heard of in thoſe ſacred Places. 

So travell'd Youth's full-oft Report, 

What paſles at ſome foreign Court; | 
Which they pick up from th" idle Babble, [ 


Of Taylors, Mercers, or ſuch Rabble, 
As dreſs their Wigs, or ſerve at Table. 


+ 


* 
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The TEST T LOVE. 


Wrote by a Nobleman. Never before 
Publiſhd in this Kingdom. Now 
Printed at the Requeſt of ſeveral 
Gentlemen of Taſte. 


F A® haſt thou told me Jack, in friendly Part, 
The gentle Tyrant Love, had ſeiz'd thy 
Heart: 
But thou art young, and (like our ſanguine Race 
In their mad Vigour) may'ſt miſtake the Caſe. 
For truſt me, Love's the pureſt Joy we find, 
And nobleſt Paſſion, of the ſocial Kind. 
But oft, my Friend, for this, is underſiood, 
The ſudden Rage and Ferment of the Blood. 
Thus ev'ry common Rake, his Flame approves, 
And when he's lewd, and rampant, thinks he loves. 


But I, who in that Study am grown old, 
Will to my Friend ſome certain Marks unfold, 
By which a genuine Paſſion he may prove, 
And without which, be cannot truly /ove. 


How does this Tyrant lord it in thy Mind ? 
What — of his Empire doſt thou find ? 


[134 ] 


Do you within, perceive the growing Wound ? 
Does thy Soul ficken, whilſt thy Body's ſound ? 
Does in thy Breaft, ſome blooming Beauty reign, 
Whoſe fair Idea mingle Joy with Pain ? 

When ſhe appears before thee, does ſhe ſpread 
Oer thy pale fading Cheeks, a ſudden Red:? Y 
Preſs her ſoft Lips, or touch her lilly Hand, 

Does thy Heart flutter, does thy Breaſt expand ? 
If but her Name is mentioned does it fire 

Thy Boſom with a quick and fierce Deſire ? 
Does ev'ry Glance, like Jove's vindictive Flame, 
Shoot thro* thy Veins, and kindle all thy Frame ? 


* rr 


From hence a genuine Pa tion you may prove : 
Mix d Hopes and Fears, and Flutt'rings, are the Teſts of 


Is to axe Woman all your Heart inclin'd ? 
And can ſhe any, charm your conſtant Mind? 
For her do all your morning Wiſhes riſe ? 
Does ſhe at Night, of Slumber rob your Eyes ? 
Muſing retir'd, does ſhe alone excite, 

Your Thoughts by Day, and all your Dreams by | 
| Night ? 
Or, does your Heart, for ev'ry Nymph you meet, 
Own a new Paſſion, and as ſtrongly beat ? 
Do in your Eyes, all Women ſeem the ſame, _ 
And each new Face expel the former Flame ? 


From hence a genuine Paſſion you may prove: 
I mare than one can charm, i is not heap kr 
Lore. [ary 


Does 
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Does Lowe, and only Love, invade your Heart ? 
Or, is it ſtricken, with a Golden Dart? | 
Does the keen Arrow from her Beeuty fly? 

Or does her Fortune glitter in your Eye? 

For in this venal Age, 'tis rarely found, 

That Love alone, inflicts the ſecret Wound. 

Silver and Gold, are Cagid's ſureſt Arms; 

Ten thouſand Pounds, outweigh ten thouſand Charms : 
But art thou ſure, that in thy tender Heart, 
Theſe worldly Baubles bave no ſordid Part ? 

And can'ft thou ſay, ſincerely can'ſt thou ſay, 
Should adverſe Fortune on the Charmer prey; 
That ſtill, unchang'd, thy Paſſion would remain; 
That ſtill thou would'ſt abide a faithful Swain? 

Tf in the curſt South-Sea, her AL were loſt; 
Still would her Eyes their former Conqueſt boaſt ? 
And would ſhe, doſt thou think, in 'i State, 
The /ame Emotions in thy Soul create ? 


From hence a genuine Paſſion you may prove: 
If Riches prompt your Sighs it is not ſacred Love. 


Again, my Friend, incline thy patient Ear: 
For many Queſtions haſt thou ſtill to hear. 
This choſen Damſel, this triumphant She, 
| Can't than no Blemiſh in ber Perſan fee ? 

Her Temper, Shape, her Features and her Air, 
(Though never yet was born a faultleſs Fair) 

Do they all pleaſe in Body and in Mind? 
Can't thou ae Blot, or Imperſection find 2 


66 
Does o'er her Skin, nor Mole, nor Pimple riſe? 
Or do e en theſe, ſeem Beauties in thine Ey es? 


From hence a genuine Paſſion you may prove: 
Defed are never ſeen —— or ſeen, are Charms in 


Love. 


Do you within, a ſudden Impulſe feel, 
To dre/s, look florid, and appear genteel ? 
Do you affect to ſtrike the gazing Maid, 
With glittering Gems, with Velvet, and Brocade ? 
Do you correct your Gait, adjuſt your Air, 
And bid your Taylor take uncommon Care ? 
Before your Glaſs each Morning do you ftand, 
And tye your Neckcloth with a Critic's Hand ?. 


From hence a genuine Paſſion you may prove : 
Gay Air, and niceſt Dreſs, are Signatures of Love. 


Do Books, and worldly Cares, no longer pleaſe ? 
Can no Diverſions move the ſtrong Diſeaſe ? 
Have Wealth, and Honours, loſt their wonted Ch arms ? 
And does Ambition, yield to Capid's Arms? 
Is your whole Frame by Love alone engroſs'd 
To Study, Intereſt, and Preferment loſt ? 


From hence a genuine Paſſion you may prove : 
Wealth, Honours, Pleaſures, C ares, all yield to poteny 
| SIGs 


Do all your Thoughts, your Wiſhes and Deſires, 
Conſpire with hers, and burn with mutual Fires? q 


What 
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What ſhe commands does your officious Tongue 
Approve, and cenſure what ſhe judges wrong? [ 
Are all her Likings, and Averſions thine ? 
In all her Joys and Sorrows, doſt thou join? 

Art thou, my Friend, «ned to her Frame, 
Thy Heart, thy Paſſion, and thy Soul the /ame ? 


From hence a genuine Paſfion you may prove: 
Sympathetic Foy and Pain, are myſtic Signs of Love. 


Didft thou e'er ſtrive, (once more ſincerely ſay,) 
With Friends, and Wine, to drive thy Cares away ? 
And have e'en theſe Endeavours, prov'd in vain ? 
Will neither Friends, nor Wine, remove thy Pain? 
Doſt thou ſit penſive, full of Thought recline, 
And in thy Turn, forget the circling Wine ? 


From hence a genuine Paſſion you may prove : 
Nor Friendſhip, nor Carouſe, can diſſipate fond Love. 


Art thou a tame, reſign'd, ſubmiſſive Swain? 
Can'ſt thou bear Scorn, Repulſes, and Diſdain ? 
Can no ill Treatment, nor unkind Returns 
Quench the ſtrong Flame, which in thy Marrow 
burns? 
Or, do they rather aggravate thy Smart, 
And give a guicker Foint to ev'ry Dart? 
Does not each ſcornful Look, and ſneering Jeſt, 
Drive the keen Paſſion deeper in thy Brealt ? 


- From hence a genuine Paſſion you may prove: 
Reſentment's ever firangled in the Cords of Love. 


Whole- 
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Sight : 

Say, were your Eyes, &er /ated with Delight! 
Did you not- wiſh next Moment to return? 

Did not your Breaft, with ſtronger Ardour burn? 
Did not each View, another View provoke, 


And every Meeting give a deeper Stroke ? 


From hence a genuine Paſſion you may prove: 
Satiety's unknown, in f d and hall:w'd Love. 
nN you judge it an imprudent Flame; ; 
And therefore live at Diſtance from the Dame ; 
| But what is the Effect? can Abſence heal, 


Thoſe Wounds, which ſmarting in her Sight you 


fel ? 
Does not to her, your Mind 40. ſtray? 
Does not your Heart confeſs her diſtant Sway? 
Does not each riſing Thought, enhance your Pain ? 
And don't you long, to ſee her once again ? 


From hence a genuine Paſſion you may prove: 
in vain, 2 longeft Abſence, would you cascel Loves 


\ 


_ Suppoſe, once more, his Patents or that Friends, 
Either for p*eviſh, or prudential Ends; 


Should thwart thy Choice, thy promis'd Blifs oppoſe: 
Wouldſt thou for her, engage all theſe, thy Foes ? 
Wouldft thou deſpiſe, an angry Father's Frown, 

And ſcorn the noiſy Cenſure of the Town ? 


Couldſt 


wits live wie Days, you have enjoyed. ber 
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Couldſt thou, poſſeſs'd of her, with Patience ſee, 
Th' inſulting Finger, pointed forth at thee? - | 
„ There goes the fond young Fool, who tother Day, 
In heedleſs Wedlock threw himſelf away: 

* And to indulge, the wild ungoverned Heat 

« Of a vain Paſſion, loſt a good Eftate! 

Would not ſuch Inſults grate thy tender Ear? . 


Couldſt thou, beſide, without repining, bear 
The ſcornful Smile, and the diſdaintul Sneer ? 


From hence a genuine Paſſion you may prove : 
Reaſons ſagacious Rules, are Enemies to Love. 


Now muſt I touch thee, in a tender Part: 
Would not a happy Rival, ſtab thy Heart ? 

Couldſt thou behold, the Darling of thy Breaſt, 
With Freedom, by another Youth careſs'd ? 

Say, couldſt thou to thy deareſt Friend afford, 

A Kiſs, a Smile, or an obliging Word? 

Say, at the public Ball, or private Dance, 

When the briſk Couples, artfully advance, 

Couldſt thou, unmov'd'with Indignation ſtand, 

If to another ſhe refign'd her Hand? | 
Say, would your Heart then reſt ? or would it ſwell, 
With all the Pains, the ſharpeſt Pains of Hell? 


From hence a genuine Pa ſſiin you may. prove : 
Know Tealouſy's the ſure Concomitant of Love. 


To the laſt Queſtion, of thy truſty Friend, 
(Though many more might ſtill be aſc d) attend. 


T6 
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To clear her Virtues, or avenge her Wrongs, 
(For Beauty is the Theme of buſy Tongues) 
Should Bhod be call'd for, in the doubtful Strife; 


Wouldſt thou with Pleaſure, riſque thy Blood, and 


Life? 
Wouldit thou all Dangers, in her Cauſe deſpiſe, 
And meet unequal Foes, for ſuch a "rize ? 
Would it not plant, new Courage in thy Heart, 
And double Vigour, to your Arm impart ? 
To ſcreen thy Miſtreſs from the ſigbteſt Harms; 
Wouldſt thou not purchaſe Death, and would not 
Death have Charms? _ - 


From hence a genuine Paſſian you may prove: 
Ne'er could the Coward Soul attain to gen'rous Love, 


Urge cloſely then, the Maxims, I impart ; 
And by theſe known C IT ERIA judge your Heart. 
If eating Cares, Inguietudes and Sighs, 

Heave your fond Breaſt, and for one Woman riſe : 
If not her J7ea/th, inſpires the ſoft Alarms, 
Bat conſcious Merit, and ſuperigt; Charms : 

(Merit and Charms, without Dead, or Blame, 

Or, where Defects, they change their hated Name) 
If your fond Zeal, to captivate the Fair, 

Deſcend to Trifles Dreſi, and Gait, and Air: 
If ev'ry Int reſi, be abſorb'd and loſt, | 
And ev'ry Care, by this chief Care engroſt ; 

If tend'reſt Sympathy, your Breaſt invade, 

By which ber Joys and Sorrows yours are made? 
If Frequent Converſe, not abates Deſire, 

Nor /ongeft Abſence, damps 2%“ encreafing Fire? 


If 
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If with Contempt, you ſpurn the muſty Rules, 
Of doating Av'rice, and of captious Fools: 
If not Difira//, ungen'rous and unkind, 
Poiſons thy Joy, and rankles all thy Mind; 
But love-born Zealouſy, which aids the Joy, 
(Tinges at worſt, but never can deſtroy) 
And if nor Death nor Dangers can afright, 
But hep the Tranſport, and renew Delight? 


If hence a genuine Paſſion you can prove, 
Then will J frankly own, that you ſincerely Love. 


4. ud 


A Seri-Comi-DIALOGUE between 
Two critical Ladies, holding Council 
upon the Authors Works, over a Diſh 
of Coffee. © 


ARABELLA- 


3 I'S ftrange, Lucy, ſome of thoſe young Poets 
1 don't ſay ſomething in Praiſe of Coffee. 
Lucy. O Lard ! Madam, now you have put me in 
mind of it, did you read C— he's Rhapſody on Tea ? 
Ar. Yes, indeed; I was invited to be a Subſcriber, 
but cou'd not bear to ſee my Name in Print ! 
L. You, Madam, have a refin'd Taſte for Poetry; 
what do you think of that Author's Works ? | 


K 4r. Why, 
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Ar. Why, to own the Truth, he has good Sub- 
ſcribers; the Man is modeſt too, he pays the Ladies 
great Complimeuts ; I'm ſorry, Lucy — Well — I'll 
ſpare him now, — This is his firſt Attempt—Howe- 
ver, | wiſh he had known Ladies — Ay,. there 
he cou'd launch forth, and give full: Reins to his Pe- 

aſus. 
l L Had he the Happineſs of being acquainted with 
you, Madam. 

Ar. Fye, Madam! what do you mean ? Do you 
think I could hear any Fellow praiſe me ? 

Ly. Crave Mercy, Madam ! I think when Painters 
dare draw the Queen's Picture on a Sign-polt, a 
Poet may attempt the Picture of a Lady. 

Ar. Ay, but poetical Pictures make Ladies too po- 
pular ; then, forſooth, every Fellow may hugg the 
Original in Imagination, and toaſt the CORE at their 
drunken Revels. 

Lu. Wou'd it diſpleaſe - you, Madam, to be the 
reigning Toaſt of the Town? 

Ar. I wou'd rather be wedded to old "EY a Re- 
lict without a Jointure, or any Thing 


* 


L. Methinks, Madam, you are ſomewhat ſingular. 


Ar. I love Singularity; I wou'd rather ſurpriſe, than 
only anſwer to Common Fame. Thoſe Poets are al- 


ways on Extremes; they either praiſe a fine Lady too 


little, or ſay too much of the Undeſerving. Beſides, 


you are oblig'd to give them a civil Courtſey in the 


Street, never make a Butt of them, and fit. before 


them in all our Attitudes: Tis as painful as to be a 


Beau in a dirty Crowd. I acknowledge if there was a 
Panegyrick 
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Panegyrick I don't know how but ſo 

ſo that the Town 5 find out the Original, but not 

ſee the Name; ſomething this Way if you pleaſe. 
Lu. Ay, Madam, I hear you thinking; no Name 


at the Top, but a Note at the Bottom, with initial 


Letters. 

Ar. Yes, that might do; in ſome Caſes it's better 
to be ſuſpected than found out. It Wou'd vex one 
to ſee a lovely Picture become the Property of every 
pretty Fool. 

Ly. But to the Purpoſe : What think ye of this 
Author's Epiſtolary Correſpondence ? 

Ar. Why, Lucy, there are ſome racy Thoughts 
here and there; he was engag d with a finiſh's Pro- 
ficient in Love ; but the Creter, thank Heaven ! is 
dead: She was a Wit with a Witneſs 3 -ſhe made 
many a Lady's Heart ach! Ye Gods, if I had her 
Talents ! with my own Face, what Havock I cou'd 
make in the Commonwealth of Men. 

Lu. He ſays he never ſaw his Correſpondent but 
once: Do you believe him now? 

Ar. As to that I can't ſay ; but I preſume, when 
they met, they met co-genial. — What a pretty 
Inuendo I could throw in now : Shall I indulge this 
witty Fit, Lucy ? 

Lu. Apollo ſhines ſo ſeldom in this dull Weather, 
Madam, don't baulk your Fancy. | 

Ar. In your ear then Lucy 

L. Ha, ha, ha, how ſhrewd you are! But here's 4 
Poem on Love, is not that beautiful ? 


K 2 That's. 
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At. That's a true Copy, I own. Upon the whole,” 
the Man may make one laugh ; ſometimes by his 
Writings ; ; ſometimes for his writing at all. 3 

Eu. You are hard upon him, Madam, I think there 
are worſe Things publiſh'd ; the Man's — natur'd, 
| fond to praiſe. 

Ar. There, indeed, he's pardonable ; but methinks 
he gives too little for half a Crown. Lord ! he ſhou'd' 
make us Jaugh fix Hours for the Money. 

Lu. I think, Madam, he's on the ſafe Side, if his 
Stuff is bad, he has given us enough of 1 it ; if it is 
good, we ſhou'd not grudge the Money. Perhaps 
poor Gentleman, he was at his Wit's End. It is Pru- 
dence to ſtop when a Man finds his Fire out. 

Ar. 'So, Madam, you think he's like a Spider, when 
he fpins his Web, he wraps himſelf up in the Middle 
of it. Wou'd to God I were a Wit now! | 

T. Indeed, Madam, I think it ſteals inſenſibly upon 
you. The Beauty of Wit, is not to think one has 
any. Hold! I know his Foot; here comes Captain 
Blunder ; he's a Critic, they ſay ; he ſhall be Fore- 
man © hy | otoeeecmecremns Þ us. Ha, 


5 Em ner 7 Captain Bl under. 


_ 1 your moſt indefaticable.: What, . all 
alone! with a Bundle of Pampblets. before you. 
Come, let us ſee; ſome new Thing, I ſuppoſe. 
[Reads.] A Colkfion of Poems, &c. &. Demme, 
Ladies, thoſe Autors plague the Town with their Non- 
Y ſenſe. 


Lu. Did 
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Lu. Did you read this Author, Captain ? 
Capt. No, Demme, Madam, I read nothing that's 
ba letter'd in Calf. 

L Does that recommend it, Captain? 

Capt. Ves, Madam, a fair Outſide is a good Letter 

of Recommendation. 
Ar. That makes you dreſs ſo fine. [Aide 
Now if Gentlemen [Clapping his Hands afide.] 
wou'd write, then Demme the World might expect 
Tomething. But thoſe needy Poets ! 

Lu. Did you ever appear in Rhyme, Captain ? 

Z Capt, Never but twice, Madam; once in the Placl- 
dog, and another Time before a Battle, when I was a 
little fick or ſo ; for "tween you and I, Ladies, when 
T was a Green Gooſe, I did not underſtand that my 
Mother ſhou'd give a Parcel of ſhining Guineas to 
have my Brains knock'd out by Fellows * who cou'd 
© not cry Boo to a Gooſe.” But now, Demme, I'd 
fight the D-—1, if he came in my Way. 

Ar. I wou'd not have you encounter him. 
Capt. Gad, Madam, that's right. I was once a 
Dab at Poetry ; but my Father, who 15 now, I be- 
lieve, rotten, (and a very Curmudgeon he was) told 
me, if I'd be a Poet, I'd certainly be a Beggar ; this 

untun'd me a little. 

Lu. When you you, Captain, what were your To- 
picks ? 

Capt. Love and races, Madam ; the one was 
fo ſoft, it wou'd lull you to Sleep; the other ſo ter- 
rible it wou'd electrify you. 


"Wk Ar. Electrify ! 
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Ar. Electrify ! what is that hard Word, Captain? 

Capt. Why, it is, (I'm in a Pound now) N 
Demme, it is, Gad it is a philoſophical Word; Curſe 
me if I remember it; I forgot all my Logick. 

Lu. Why were you not as good as your Word laſt 
Night, Captain ? 

Capt, Why Madam, do you think I'm a Bird, to 
be in two Places at once; I'm not always cumpus man- 
tis, Ladies. Writing a Letter to a Friend the other 
Day, I forgot to write the Superſcription, my Ser- 
vant put me in mind of it. Now, Demme, if the Man 
had got it, he wou'd not know who the DI it 
came from, See there, Ladies Will you go to 
the Play, Ladies ? permit me to compliment you with 
a Brace of Tickets, the Recruiting Officer is to be 
acted; there you'll ſee your humble Servant ſhine in 
Propra Parſona. Who wou'd not be bleſs'd in a Sol- 
dier's Arms, ſtorming Garriſons, deaf to * 
lations? 

L. Are you Soldiers never to be conquered, Cap- 
tain ? 

Capt. Yes, Madam, by your Eyes. There's for 


you now. | 
Lu. Well, Captain, Þ'll give you Credit for that. 


Capt. Ladies, adieu, 
Til expect you at Two. 
Ar. Captain, Nature breaks out, I ſee: Why yo 


rhyme at Will. 
| Capt. That with Eaſe, if you pleaſe, Maidin $6, 


But Fack and I muſt meet at One, 
Ladies, your Slave ! I muſt be gone. 


Lu. Ha, 
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Lu. Ha, ha, ha! A merry Fellow, indeed 
Ar. He is -really a pretty Fellow in Spight of his 


Parts. 


L. Arabella, I think this Author is no Politician, to 
publiſh in Numbers. Authors ſhou'd not let the 
Town ſee what they were to get till the Money was 
paid ; then the one might damn the Performance, 
while the other ſpends the Money. 
Ar. Here, Lucy, I think he was a fair Dealer ; 
and tho' a young Author, he had Courage to let the 
publick ſee what they were to pay their Money for. 
Ia. The Coach waits; we muſt go to comfort 
Lady Squeamiſh ; you know ſhe loſt ſome Pieces laſt 
Night : We muſt try to laugh her out of the Spleen, 


— — — i MW... 


The following Piece was publiſ/d in 
the Journal ſome Years ago; now 
re-publiſh'd, with ſome Alterations, at 


the Requeſt. of a Nobleman. 


HE Pride of France is Lilly white, 

The Roſe in June is Facobite, 
The prickly Thiſtle of the Scot, Ty 
Is northern Knighthood's Badge and Lot ; 
But ſince the Duke's victorious Blows, 
The Lilly, Thiſtle, and the Roſe, 
All droop and Fade, all die away, 
Saueet William's Flower rules the Day, 
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- 'Tis Eagigs Growth, of beateous Hue, 

Cloath'd like our Troops, in red and blue; 

No Plant with greater Luſtre grows, 

Except the Laurel, on his Brows ; 

That everlaſting Wreath of Fame, 

To guard and ſpeak the Hero's Name. 

Britons, the tarniſh'd Roſe. deteſt, 

And place Sweet William in your Breaſt, 

The faftious Roſe in Pieces tear, 

And this more charming Noſegay wear. 

Let this remain the loyal Sign | 

Of Brunſwick's ever glorious Line; 

Sweet William be the Britiſh Toaſt, 

. Since valiant William's Britain's Boaſt. 

The Soldier on his Caſque ſhall wear 

Saueet William, on her Breaſt the Fair; 

This Flow'r ſhall nerve the Warrior's Arms, 

Reflect a Luſtre on the Maiden $ Charms. 

Se. George's Star, with feebler Rays, 

By this victorious Flower ſhall blaze, 

And Knights of Bath ſhall own the Red, 

Compar'd with William's Purple dead. 
There is no Red with this can vie, 

But William's god-like Modeſty, | 

Who bluſhes to deſerve the Praiſe, 

Which reſcu'd Britain fondly pays. 

Then let this war- like Sprig be worn, 

On ev'ry Breaſt, auf picious Morn ! 

One gave great N illiam Birth, and bay | 


Proclaims him George's martial Son : Log 


L 149 ] 


In happy Order link d we ſee 

The Heroes Birth and Victory *; e 
And April's happy Ides ſhall bloom, 

Succeflive with Sweet William's rich Perfume. 


Ho R. ODE IX. Liber III. 


Ho. 


ONEC eram gratus tibi, 


Nec quiſquam potior — candid 
Cervici Juvenis dabat; | 
Perſarum vigui Rege beatior. 


LTDIA. 
Donec non alia magis 
Arſiſti, neque erat Lydia poſt Chloen ; 
Multi Lydia Nominis | Dur 
Romana vigui clarior Ilia. 5 10 $3: 4 1 


Me nunc Creſſa Chloe regit, 
Dulces docta modos, & Citharæ Sciens: 


* The Duke was Born the 15th of April, and on 
the 16th gain'd the Vigory of Culloden. 


* 
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Pro qua non metuam mori, Pont Oaro's 
Si parcent animz fata ſuperſtiti. 128 


LTDIA. 


Me torret face mutua 
Thurini Calais filius Ornithi: 
Pro quo bis patiar mori 

Si parcent puero fata ſuperſtiti. 


H o u. 
Quid ſi Priſca redit Venus, 
DiduRoſque jugo cogit aheneo ? | | 


Si flava excutitur Chloe - 
Rejectæque patet janua Lydiz ? 

L . 
ee + 514 ful 
Ille eft ; tu levior Cortice, & improbo . | 


Tracundior Adria ; 
Tecum vivere Amem, tecum obeam libens. 
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A Free Tranſlation of the tb ODE 


of the 3d. Book of HORACE, by 
the Author, | 


WI ILS T I, dear Lyddy, cou'd impart, 
The ſofteſt Wiſhes to thy Heart, 


Which then was diſengag'd and free, 
. From ev'ry Lad in Town but me, 

I envy'd not a Monarch's State, 

Unrival'd thought myſelf as great. 


LYDIA. 


Whilſt I was Miſtreſs of your Heart, 
Where I, and I, alone, had Part; 
Then I was happy, great in Fame, 

As ſhe who rais'd the Roman Name. 


Honracs. 


But Chloe now reigns in thy Place, 
Sweet Chlie's fraught with ev'ry Grace; 
She beſt ean dance, ſhe beſt can ſing, 

She beſt can touch the trembling String: 
My vital Breath I'd ſooner part, 
Than Chloe, darling of my Heart. 


LyDI1A. 


11521 
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C now is my 'Deiire, 

Sweet Youth ! he burns with equal Fire ; ; 
For bim twice I cou'd die with Joy, 

So Heav'n wou'd ſpare my darling Boy. 


& Hon A C 2. > 
What if my tat! Thou'd regain, 3k 
My Heart, and there as uſual reign, 
Chhe quite baniſh'd from my Breaſt, | 3 
That you might there ſecurely reſt. e 


L: Y D 1 A. 
Why tho Calais, be by far 

Tranſcends the Laftre of a Star, 

Tho thou wer't cruel and — - 

And apt to change with ev'ry Wind, 

Vet Horace be aſſur d from me, ; 

I'd chuſe to live and yo with thee. . 
* Wor 5" 15 
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A Free Tranſlation of the 8:b ODE 
F the 2d. Book of Horace, by 
the Author, ; 


OW if the Gods whom you prophane, 
Or all the Pow'rs you Swore in vain, 
Had they, Barine, .on thy Head, 
Their juſt avenging Fury ſhed, 
If but a Tooth, or ev'n a Nail, 
By thy baſe Perjury would fail, 
I d truſt your Vows ; but when you ſwear 
More falſe, we ſec you grow more fair. 


For you the Youth neglect their Reſt, 
Perfidious Tyrant of their Breaſt ! 
By thee with Safety's oft' forſworn, 
Thy Mother's Aſhes in the Urn. 


You vow by Heav'n, and every Star. 
And all the Gods, who deathleſs are, 
The Queen of Love, and Graces Smile, 
To ſee ſuch Victims to thy Guile ; .. 
Sly Cupid, too, with pointed Dart, - ö 
Arms all the Treach ry of thy Heart; 
For you the Swains*more num rous grow, 
Whoſe Servitude thy Triumph ſhew. 


* The Latin is omitted for want of Room. 
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Thy former Captives, tho they ſwear, 


Yet they purſue thee, falſe, as fair. 
Fond Matrons dread their darling Son, 

In thy curs'd Snares ſhould blindly run ; 
The Miſer fears your Eyes wou'd make, 
His only Fackey turn a Rake. | 
Thy Art and Beauty Terrors prove 
To bridal Maids, left you'd remove, 

The heay'n-join'd Objects of their Loye. 
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To break their Chains, renounce their Care, 


1 
| 
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